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BN PROLOGUE. 


SÞEPÞPPPEPPEEPOPPEPED 


ProLoGus. 


He Author not diſiruſting of his Play , 
Leaves Cuſlomes Road , and walks another way, 
Expet# no: here Language Three ſtorics high ; 
Star-tearing Strains fit not a Comtdy. * 
Here's no Elaborate Scenes , for he confeſſes 
He took no yains int, Truth doth need no Dreſſes. 
No Amnrous he paſvrons , here the Lord 
And Lady rather differ then accard. 
What can be in't , youl ſay , if none of theſe ? 
It is all one z he's ſure the thing will pleaſe 
Thetraly Loyd" 20} ; But what then ? 
Why , truly he thinks them the better men. 

But if in s Progre(s he does chance to hit 
Hab nab on ſomething that may ſound like Wit , 
Pray take no notice of 'ty foraf you doe, 

You'l ſpoyl the Poet , and the Players tos ; 

They will grow proud wpnw't , andin the Siren 
In fead x Cringine', Nod 10 thoſe they meet. - 
Tet now [ think on't , twill not be amiift', | 
We'd rather have your Plaudit then your Hifs : 
And promiſe fait hfully we will endewvour , 

If you do favour this , to pleaſe you ever. 
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[1] 
ASS EIRSELD 


Enter three or four Souldiers ſeverally, 


1, Souldier, H, Rogues, the bubneſs is done, 
2, Souldiey, Io a diſh I Warrant you, 

1,Souldicr. A»: thrown out oth' Windows : 

The Town's Our own, Boys , 

y Souldier, And all the Wealch in'r, 

I, Souldier, And Wenches tg boot Boyes, 

2, Souldier, Boot me no Boots, 'tis Boorleſs, "cill we 
have 'um, 


4. Souldier, Thoſe aje. Commodicies, I confeſs 1 ſain 


would truck for. 
1, Souldier, Thou (halt have them by the Relly , Lad, 
4. Souldier, Rare Recruits aftref a long Mazch ! 
I, Souldier, Gramercy Bertla 
» Souldier, Heroick Bertlam, 

-: Souldier, The Man of Men and Might. 

I, Souldier, We were Oppos 'd, andeven at Puſh a Pixe 
for't;thongh a wet Morning, 'cwould have been dry Ser- 
vicehad We gontor, 

2. Souldjer, Dr y blows would ne'ce have done't, ſome 
mult have ſwet bloqd for't; bur 'ris prevented, 

1, Senldier, The Nail of Providence was id't, 

v 2, Sout- 
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2, Soldier, Or the pativgs rather ; but no matter 
which , "tis done. 

1. Souldier, Leymor Was a Stubborb Lad, yet Bertlaw 
fired him, and in his kind roo, bis Rhetorick Glenc'd che 
Mouth of his Piſtol , irc had ſent a bad Reportelſe, anda 
home one: Burt Bertlam, brave Bertlam , that Carries 
Charms on the Tip of his Topgue, acted the parc both 
of a Souldier and a Courtier, an Enemy, and a Friend, 
E xpoling his Breaſt ro danger, under the Canopy of Secu- 
rity; Aodallchis tor Us you knaves, , He told 'pm a fair 
Tate, but means to trult them vo further thes he can fling 

am: 
2, Couldier, That's foe out of Commiſion, 

4. Sawldier, Or into Priſon, or both, | 

1.Souldier, We may Lads in time grow np to ſomethipg, 

2, Soxldter, Il! Weeds grow apace , Brother, and thou 
art one of them; and in time maylt reachithe Gallows, 

1. Souldier, Speak for your ſelt,Brother,1 need not-your 
Oratory ; well, Bertlam has Wit at WWW , Woodflert's 
an Aſle to him, s 

2, Souldier, A meer Milk-ſop. 

3. Souldier, A Whey-brain'd fellow, 

>. Senldier, And of Courage as cold as a Cucumber, 

4. Souldicr,, A Fool in Folio, 

1. Souldier,, Ambitions Pupper. 

2. Souldier, A general inthe Hangings, and no better, 

3+ Souldier. What thipk you of Vane? 

I, Sonldier, As of a Vain fellow, 

2. Souldier, And what of Haſlerig ge? 

+» Souldier, A Hapgman for Haſlerig gel cry, 

8 Soxldicr, One and all, One and all, 

I, Soldier, 'Tis Berilam for my Money Boys, he is Oar 
General, Our Proteftor , Our Kipg, Our Emperor, Our 
Ceſar. Our Keaſer, Our Even what he pleaſeth 
himſelf. 


2, Soaldier,. I bs pleaſech himſelf, he (ball pleaſe me 
I, Sowl- 
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7. Souldier, He is Our rifing Stn, 2nd Wee'l adore him, : 

3. Soxldier, For the Speakers Gloty's \-r 

I. Sonldier, At nought Boy ; how the Slave logk'd when 
his Coach was ſtop'd 2 

4. Souldier, Like a Dos ontlaw'd, the Pallat cf hi; 
Breech fell down with fear. - 

I, Seuldier, He told Us he was ovr Generzll, 

2, Sonldier, Of whit? Bills, Bonds, and Obligations , 
or Green-fleeves and Pucding-pies, 

1, Souldier, And we told him he was an Ofd Goring 
fool, ard bad him ger him home; and rake a Cawdle of 
Calves Eggs to Comtorr his Learned Coxcomb, tor be 
look'd bur faintly onp'r, 

3. Souldier, And what ſaid he > » 

I. Souldier, Said he! 1 prethee what conld he fay tha. 
We would admit for a reatonable anſwer? We were vette: 
principl'd chen ſo, Reaſon and our bufine(s were two 

| things, what We did We did, that was Our Will, ard 

the-word of Command lodg'd in Otir hilts, Alaſs poos 

| Worm,Cobbet and Dxckingfield ſhew'd him Cockpir Law , 
apd O're-rul'd his Rolls, he uncerſtosd nor the Souldiers 
Diale&t, the ſearching Language of the Sword puzl'd his 

| Intellect , the Keennefs whereof would have prov'd too 
ſharp for his Wir, had he been Obftinare or perfifted in the 
Interpretation ; and therefore yery mannerly he Kkilt his 
handand wheel'd about 

2. Souldier, Tothe place from whence he came, 

3. Seu/dicr, Ande'te tong.to che place of Execution, 

| _ © 1, Souldier, No,hang himyhe will have his Clergy. 
| 2. Souldier, 1s he ſuch ar Infidel ro-love them > 

I. Souldier, Yes, as We do: Barbers, that is, while they 

| are Trimming Us; hee'd faingo Atlimode ro Heaven, 
2. Souldier, 1f his foot flip not z 'buc if it do, his fhnery 
is ſpoil'd, he will be ſo ſoorifi'd, 

I. Sonldiey, He that deals width Pirch moſt expect no 
berter;black will to black, quoth the Divel to the Colherz 
bur, doftthouthipk there is a Heaven or Hellp 

B 2 2, Sotl- 
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24, Sonuldier, Why dolt thou ask me that queſtion? I am - 
2 Souldier, and ſo art rhou, let's ne're trouble Our heads 
about it, a ſhor life, and a merry lite I cry, happy Nanbe 
his Dole. 

3. Souldier, And ſo ſay I, while We are bere, We are 
here ; when We are gone, We are gone, for betrer or for 
worſe, for rich or for poor ; among(t rhe good or the bad 
We (hall inde room I warrant thee Lad, and Our Gene- 
ral can expect no more, 

2, Souldier, And now you have put Us in mind of Our 
General , I mean Pertleam. ( not Woodfizet ) ( that Son of 
a Cultard-maker,alwayes quaking) ler us as bravely ſpend 
his this days benevolence, as he Nobly intended ir, 

3. Souldier, A good Reſolution, 

1. Souldier, Rather a propolition, Brother ; but where , 
hoy, and in what > 

2. Souldier, Not in Rot-gut Beer, I will aſſute you, or 
Muddy Ale, Wine for my money, 

x.Soul, Wine is the life of Aion, "tis Decreed and I 
obey. 

Blood requires blood, then from the Purple Grape 
Ile fuck my fall, ſpite of you, Jack a Nape : 
There's Poetry for you, Gentlemen, 
2.Sonl, A Pin for your Poerry, March upon'r, Exeunt, 
They go out, and come in again at the other end of the Stage, 
1, Sou/aier, Bripg us Wine there , come who ſings ? 


A Song for the Souldiers. 


2.597, Though the Morning was wet , 
We are mernily met 
In a houſe more dry then Our skin, Boys ; 
Wee'l drink down the day, 
Ne're queſtion Our Pay, 
Let them heartrly laugh out that win, Boys: 
Cker, Then gripk a full Brimmer ro him that intends 
For the good of the Souldier to labour bis ende, 


Ler 
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IL Let let him flacrer and lie, 

What is't co thee or I, 

And Ape Noellin ev'cy Condition : 
It we thrive upon't , 
Ler all the world wan , 
And the Ciry kneel dowp and peticion: 
Chor. Then drink a full Brimmer co him that incends, 
For the good of the Souldier co labour his ends. 


Soldiers, Hey Boys, COMme avay, *' Exeunt, 


Enter Bertlaw z and Walker his Secretary, 


Rertlam, Trotter, 

Secretary, My Lord > 

Bertlam, Has Lockwhite been here yet > 

Secretary, Not yet, my Lord, Sitm— 

Bertlam, Whac woutdit chou have > 

Secretary, Nothing, my Lord, nor I. 

Berilam, Thou haſt not thy name for pothing, I ce 
thy Tongue will keep pace with thy wit, and fill be 
Trotting , I. rethes leave off chy Impertinences, I have 
told thee enough on'r, 

Secretary. yo my Lord, and it ſhall pleaſe you, 

Berilam, 1 tell thee x does nor pleaſe me; 'tis my tear 
thou'le be my ſhame, I ſent thee into France to learn 
ſome breeding, and thou rendreſt me the pooreſt and the 
pictiſull't Accompt that ever Porter gave on 2 lleight 
Errant, Doſt thou keep Company ? 

Secretary, Yes, my Lord, 

Bertlamw, What are they y of what ſort > 

Secretary, Of rhe berrer, Sir. 

Bertlam, *' [1s firange! thy knowledge being (o bad; 


Are they Men of Intelligence ? 
Secretary, I think ſo, my Lord, 


Bertlam, Youthipk (ol: ſad, I profeſſe 'ris very fad ; 
were 


Ces — 
— CC— ———— — 
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were it my Caſeas it 1s yours, and ic behoves yon, as 

you 2\ſume the Title of a Secretary ; ) 1I'de draw Mens 

Souls oz:t by Inſpeculation, and in the Inqueſt of their 

Faculties cull our ſuch matter as would yield advantage 

co him 1 had relation to, and withour this, thou neither 

doſt deſerve the place thou halt , nor art thou fic for Com- 
any. 

R a My Lord, Ihave done my Endevour, 
Berilam, A weak one, let Tharlee be your Preſident. 
Secretary, When your Lordihip 1s Tranſlated ro your 

Highneſs , and thar you have Command of the Publick 

Puiſe, I ſhall be as ready to walte it, as he or the proud- 

e(tot 'am, but I am bur a fool co Explain my ſelf, 

Bertlam, That time is drawing neer, He turns a- 

Secr, Inthe meantime 1 have not been idle, 9944 = wrath 
I have done ſomething. ara ner, 

Berilam, What halt chou done thar may C ———_— 
deſerve Recording. 

Secretary, Why, I have Endevoured ro find how the 
Common Cry of the Town goes, as to this days bulinels, 

Bertlam. That's ſomerhing indeed, and how do the 
People relliſh ir ? 

S:cretary, Relliſhir 1 why truly Sir it is thought—— 

Bertlam, Thou wilct return to thy Vomir, 

Secretary, Why truely Sir it is thought, and if 1,may 
ſpeak my choughts freely » ihe Rwmp was but a ſinking 
Rump , and ſented (o ill in the Nojtrils of the People 
that they fear'd a ſudder Plague attended che Concavity » 
and with much Joy bleſt the Rue apd Wormword you 
brought to their Conſervation, 

Bertlam, Doſt thou know what thou fay( 7 

Secretary, 1 could ſay more, Sir, 

Bertlam, To as little purpoſe--begon, I would be pri- 


 vate---yet if Lockwhite come admit him, 


Secretary, Nay my Lord, I warcam here will be the 


whole fry preſently. 
Bertlam, Thou a Secretary,andcalk fo like a Filberman; 
what Fry, you fool de< 


: 
| 
| 


%. 
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Secretary, Weodfleet andehe reſt, Sir, 

Berilam, My minde is not at reſt while thon art here. 
Begon E xiu Secretary. 
I wonder Lockwhite comes not > hee's a Man 
Has run all h'zzards, with as good ſucceſs, 

Except Old Noll, as any Man 1 know; 

He was his Creature, and he now is mine 1 

And hitherto he has perform'd his part 

In my Revenge upon that family 

So home, even to their doors, that my diſgrace Enter 9-- 

Lies bucied in their Infary ——How now — _—_ 
Secretary, My Lo'd, he's come, OR 
Bertlam, "Tis well—Leavre Us, 

My Lord , how goes Cauſes > 
Lockwhite, They cannot go amiſs, Sic , 

WhiPlt you are Advocate. 

Bertlam, The Sword thou meaneſt, 

| That muſt decide all Controverſies. : 

| Lockwhite, Ic will do much Sir, but Pollicy puts the 

| belt Edge to'r, | 

\ Bertlam, And that you have , come my Lord be tree , 

Where ſhall We ſer up Our Relt > 


- "ul 4 ame 4 a 


| We have had Tofling times, 
| Lockwhite, Indeed, my Lord, Time hath been rofl in a 
Blanquer ; bur I hope now We ſhall uſe time berces 
then (o, 
Bertlam, As how ? 
Lockwhite, You may Trim him, Sir, 
| You have him by the Rm = 
Bertlam, 1f 1 thought (o, I'de hold him faft, 
| Leckwhite, Now,or never,1t you let ſlip your held you 
are undon2, aut Ceſar aut Nallm, 
Bertlam, Burt the Remora to that 18 Woodficer. 
Lockwhite, Alaſs ! you know him»Sir. 
Bertlam, True, he's bur of a ſoftly Nyture, 
Lockwhite, A finz Commendation for a General, rhac 


| (hould be rough as Warre it felt, but he his a fofc - 
place 
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place in his head roo , and that's worſe , how ever. 
he's a tit Subjz& tor your purpoſe, and therefore, Sir , 
ue him as Cataline 61d Lentanlw , drill him along with 
hope that all chis cendsto his anely advancement , fools 
are (00D perſwaded ; And believe me (my Lord) that was, 
the very Engine made him conſent to the blowing up of 
his Brother, a Gentleman inſome ſenſe better qualihed, 

Berilamr, 1, bur a ſinall Nutſhel I am confident may 
with caſe contain both ctheic Conrages, yer I know 
1:*odfieer will fleer (he dare not grin) afrer Honour, and 
15 as greedy on't, asa Cat is of a diſh of Milk, 

Lockwhite,'Twill be ill beltow'd, Sir, if it light ap hum, 

Ferilam. Wha',a Diſh of Milk > 

Lockwhite, You mifinterpret me, Honour I me. vt Sir 

t you make him groom ot your Cloſe-(tool, 

' ['will draw more trom your goodneſs then his Merit, 
And keep his wife in Smocks coo, during pleaſure, 
That wil be ( Sir) your Highneſs pleatuce, 

Berilam, It is not come to that yer, 

Loekwhite, Olroer had it, his time is paſt,and your rime's 
coming on, Princes have power ©'ce th* perions of both 
S2 xes, 

Berilam, Name him no more, I hate his memory. 

Leckabite, I confeſs 100 pot mach care fo.'r, yer I hate 
nothing brought, or brings me profit, 1lev'd the Father 
of the Heroicks, while he hada pow'r to do me good , 
that failing, my reaſon did dire me to thar Party then 
prevailingthe tagg end of rhe Parliament, What thovgh I 
took the Oath of Allegiance as Oliver, your Lorcſhip. and 
others did, (without the whicn I could not have ſat there?) 
yet it Conducing not to Our Advantige, Ic was an ill 
Oarh, berrer broke chen kept , and ſo are all Oaths io the 
fricter ſenſe,the Laws of Nature and of Nations do dil- 
penile with matters of Divinity in ſuch a caſe , for no 
Man willingly would be an Enemy to himlelfe , the 

ry Braftis doe by infiint of Nacure feek for felf- 
vre/{2:vation, why not Man who is the Lou of ye 
Oat 
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Oaths, what are they, but Bubbles, that break with their 
own Emprineſs, 

Bertlam, You ſay very right, my Lord, I am of you: 
| Opinion, 
Leckwhite, Yer the Pulpireirs belch forth Fire and 

Brimſtone againſt ic:But my Lord how could I have ſerv" 

| my Countrey, by ſerting the Dave and S»eed by the Ears, 
while che Thread for a Proreorian incere(t was ſpinning 
| here? how could I have carried ongor rather promoted the 
Deſign for Jamaies, ( though it wenr in Rygvits's name ? ) 
how could I have lopt off thoſe ill branches co the Com- 
mon wealth , the Cavaliers and Efex his diſcontented 
Reformadoes > how could I have ſhew'd my ſelf loyal to 
your Intereſt , by foolling Fleetwood in the diſſearing of 
Dick, by his diſſolving the honeſt Parliament as they call 
it,and bringioy 10 the Odious Remp? how could | in my 
Speech at the Councel of State, have raked up Revils's 
aſhes, by beſpatrering him and his family, and told {frets , 
how Providence had brought things about, and that the 
hand of che Lord was in'c, when I meanc nothing lefle ? 
how could I ( under favour ) have adviſed you to this 
days Encerprize if I ſhould have artled, or (crupl'd ar 
Oarhs, preterred honelty or Divinicy b<fore remporal in- 
rereft or humane reafon ? I dere ( my Lord) in this caſe 
you will be my Judge. 

Rertlam, Nay, my Lorg,yon are your own Judge in this 
| Caſe , bur in my Opininon you have done your ſelf bur * 


— 


CC... pry Pr n= _— (Ald 


| Juſtice, ; 
| Lockwhite, And he that will not do Juſtice re himfel:, 
will oever do ic to another. ” 


Bertlam, You adviſe well. 

Lockwhite. My Lord, take ir from me,He that will live 
in this world, muſt be endowed with theſe three rare 

Qualities; Diſhmulatiop, Equivoca:ion , 'avd Menral 

reſervation, 


G& Enter 
Pat " 
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Enter Walker, 
Bertlaw, How now, the news with you, 
Secre:ary. The Lord Woodfleet, Sir, 


Bertlam, What of him > 
Secretary, My Lord, he is come, Sir, 


Bertlam, Prethee—— Thy wit and his may walk 
tOvgether, admit higim——I knew I ſhould be croubled 
with him, Exit Walker, 


Leckwbite, 1 doubt fiot but you have prepar'd your (elf 
{er the Encounter, 
Enter Weodfleet, 


Bertlam,l am pretty well Antidated paint che Poyſon, 
He's here——My Lord, your molt ſubmithye Servanr, 

Lockzhice, My Lord, I cannot Complement,buc Iam in 
heart your Creature, that is, at your diſpoſal. 

Woodfleet, Seriouſly , I profeſs , I cannot reach your 
meaning, Gentlemen, 

Bertlam, Our meaning's not amiſs, Sir, 
We know Sir, what we lay, 

Woodfieet, Indeed, I profeſs I believe ſo Gentlemen , 
] hope things are now inthe Lords handling, and will go 
on well, and become the doings of Chriliians, 

Lockwhite, The Government has been all this while in 
the horrid hands of Infidels, Jews, Pagans and Turks — 


I muſt make him up a Medly. { Afide to Berilem. ]- 


Woedfleet, Yea, Abhomination hath been in the hapds 
of Iniquity. 

Berilam, Bat, my Lord, thoſe hands are now cut off, 
2nd all our Ambigon is, that your Lordſhip would take 
the Governmenc into the white hands of your goodneſs. 

Woodfleet, Who I , Gentlemen — Seriouſly— I pro- 
feſs— Indeed— And by yea and nay law — You ſhame 
me— So you doe! I can ſay ve more; alaſs! 1! 

Lockwhite, You—— Why, my Lord, it you knew your 
felt as well as 1 do, you would ſay more, 

Wordfleet, Trucly, I think , I have been ſomething 1n 


my time, Bertlams 


TO —_—_— —_ py 


BIA 
Bertl, Something! You have been mere then ſomething, 
Lockwhite, That's ftark nought, ( my Lord) bur ic ſhait 


pals, eA ſide. 
Within, where's my Lord Bertlam > where's my Lord Berelam > 
Enter Walker. 


Bertlam, What's the meaning of this > 

Seertary, The Lord Stoawart, the Lord Huſe#, Colonel! 
Cobber, Colonel Durkinfield, and others,defie your favour - 
able and Courteous Admictance, Sir, 

PFertlam, By all means, let ther Enter : bat my Lord 
be ſparing of your Speech, for theſe are Catching fellows, 
and will interpret Rirapgely , Our aim 1s onely co advanc- 
your Intereſt, 

Woodfleet, You know my Lord, I can keep my Tongue 


, within my Teeth, ſomerimes, 
F _— "Tis a high point of Wiſdom in you, Sir, 
Wor 


fleet, Oddſo they ate here, I cry Mar — 
Enter Stonware, De:borough, Huſon, (obbet, Duckinfield. 


Leckwhite, The leſs you ſpeak, the berrer 'rwill be,Sir, 

Bertlam, My Lord Stonware, 

Stonware, Many Berifont le on you for thu days wark 
my geod Loord, 

»borongh, How do you'do my Lord Wordfleet ? how 
do you my Lord Bertlam, how do you my Lord Lockwhie > 
jd a do'you all > Hah, 

Werdfleet. The better for you asking, Sir, 

Dqborowg h, Say you ſo, then Tle ak again, ad how? 
and how > | 

Hyuſen, And what > and what > 

Cobbet, Your Language cannot be Tranſlated, Brother, 

Hmſon, Let them cake me by che meaning they, 

Stonware, By th' Mentbers, bawd there my Loord,'1is ſerts 
and faw pley, Sirs, | 

C 3 Dxck- 
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Diſckinfield, My Lords, I have not beer backward in this 
days bulineſs, nor any here I think, 

Bertlam, Tis confelt ( Sir ) what would you infer far- 
ther upomt ? 

Dxckinfeld, And therefore requiſite We ſhould know 
how things will go, 

Lockwhite, As they may Sic, ſoc fire rakes ſweet Malt, 
you know that Colonel, 

De:borougb, And that I know very well tos, and you 
have {aid yery well, as much as a Man can ſay, and no 
more, 

Huſen, And that's enough, 

Dukingfield, Burt We are ina Chaos, a Confuſion, 

Huſons A meer Chaos, a Confulion, 

Cobbet, And the People expeR ſuddenly ſomething from 
Us, 

Lockw, Why Gentlemen, Rome was not built in a day, 

Stonware, Mickie Wiſdome geod feath in that, Sirs, there's 
Hickle wiſdome in that Iſe ſure yee. 

Ber:lam, At three a Clock wel meet at Walling ford- 
Houſe , and diiculs the buimeſs furcher , what ſay you my 
Lord? 

#o:dfleet, 1 profeſs I ſay ſo too , at three a Clock bee'c 
Gentlemen, what ſay you ? | 

Dwzchingfield, & Wee'l waite upon you my Lords — 

Huſon,Cobbet, \ Your Servants, 

Exeunt Duckingfield, Huſon, Cobbet, 

De:bor, I proteſt I am glad of this wichal my heart, for 
I have buſineſs in Smithfield where my Horſe (tands, now 
it comes in my mind, on my Conlcience the Roguiſh 
Oller has not given him Oates to day, and che Knaves 
Hay is Muſty too ; well, my Man is ſuch another Aﬀe, 
{farewell Gentlemen, Tie fee you 1non, if Icome nor 
ſoon enough, pray keep me a place in the Councel, or ler 
my Vote ſtand fer ont,no matter how, Exit, 

Stonware. Az geed raſon too my Loord, he's a braw Mou 
thit, my Leards yee kenn him weele enough, 


Lockw, 


lb... 4 OE 7 IO <6 
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Lockwhite, And you too, Sir. 

Bertlam.Come my Lord Stowware, We preſume you are a 

| knowing Man, to what kind of Government liand you 
affeQed > | 

Stonware, E'ne tol what ye plaſe Sir, 
Loekwhue, What think you of a Single perſon > here's 
my Lord Woodfleet. © 4 
Stonware. Marry an he's a braw Mon, Sir, bet are ye.m 

geod earneſt Sire, 

| Bertlam, Whatelſc,my Lord, 

| Stonware, Bred 4 God Iſe for bim thas, *F 

| Lockwhite, You ſee, my Lord, how heavep does raiſe 

you friends. 

' Woodfleet, Seriouſly I profeſs my Lord you know , "cis 

' none ot my ſeeking. Aſide, 

: 

. 


Lockwhite, Nor is like to be of your enjoyin” —— 
S My Lord, a word with you, what if my Lord Bertlans 
were the Man> 

Stonware. Kyight Sir— Os'sz in on word ya ba (pokes 
aw, Sir, he's a Mon, iwaed Mon, gif Stonware ba any 
braines Sir, 

Lockwhite, You will live I ſee Sir—— My Lord he's 
| your friend now, 
| Bertlam, No matter whoſe, - he's a required Property, 
| and mult be uſed by ſome body And why {o Melan- 
| cholly, my Lord > 
' Woodfleed, 1 profeſs not 1, I was thinkipg 'twas Dinner 
| time. 
| Bertlam, W1\ll your Lordſhip pleaſe to take part of 
. our ſmall Cheer > | 
| Werdfleet, No indeed my Lord I thank you , not I, my 
wile I profeſs Rays for me , adue Gentlemen all — 
Exu Woodfleet, 


| Omnes, Your Servants my Lord, 
| Bertlam, Nor you my Lord Stonware > 
Stopware. Ne in gerd feath » Sir, pardon me » Iſt iwvuen 
by a gay MonSirs, tol platters of bra Capens Sir, anda 
n the 


——— 
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the foles in the Eqrt, Sirt, 1 an marry Sirr, tol out 4 my nous 
{ountrey men ta , geod feath nore, 

Brrilam, Ti you pleaſe to tay my Lord, y'are welcom, * 

Stonware, Gods Benizon and mine lite on you, Sir , geod 
feath, y are like a bra Mon, "rwould berſt a Mons hert to part 
iro yee , Iſeer'n yet bumble Servant my geodeLoord, 

Bertlam, You'l tay then. 

Stonwate, 1 marry S1r, wi jar none ſell tol deeth Sir, gif 
ze taplaſe Sir, 

100dfeet, 1 knew, a ſmall hair wonld have drawn bim 
:0 your Table, wirhour this adoe. 

Rertlam, My Lord,lead Lockwhute the way, 


Stonware, eter yee 11 gead manners Sir———— Speaking v 
the L. Lockwhite, 


Leckwhite, That's more then you know—e My Lord 


I am your Servant. 
Berilam, "Well I'le break off the Complement then, 
Exeunt, 


E——_ 


AcT the II Scans the I, 


Enter the Lady Berilaw, and Prifills her Woman, 


T a Bertlam, Prifs, Prifs, 
Pr:iſſila, Madam. 

Lady Berilam, Why, how now Priſs ? where haſt thou 
left thy breeding, in thy other Pocket z Art thou por 
read in Times and Seaſons > 

Prifjilla, 1 never was ſuch a fool to puc rruſi- in Alma- 
nack-makers yet, Madam, | 


Lady 
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Lady Bertlaw, What a Wench art thou þ and why Ma- 
 prethee > there's a word indeed , as Common as 
Cries about the Town. 

Priſſilts. Your Ladyſhip hath us'd me co'r. 

Lady Berilam,, 1'le break that Cuſtome, 'cis a rude one ; 
halt chou no wit Wench > canſt thou pick out no better 
citle for me. 

Prifilas, Inſooth I cannotreach it yet, Madam, 

Lady Bertlam, Reach a fools head of thy own , ſure 
chon art Mad,Wench, 

Prifſills, The Secretary indeed (ayes I am a Mad 
| Wench.bur I thank my Stars I cap make a foot of Twen:y 

ſuch as he is, Madam, 

Lady Bertlam, Agen,can fleſh and blood endure this , 
I moſt new Mold chy Manners , Madan: ! there's a Gam- 
mers title, our upon'r, 

Priſſilla. Seriouſly Iknow not by what other Names or 
Titles to diſtinguiſh you, Madan, 

Lady Bertlam, 1 profeſs thou art dull;abhominable dull; 
Goft thou not know upon what Score my dear;and ſecond- 
ſelf is gon to Walling ford- Houſe, 
| Priſſila. How ſhould I Madam, I canpot Divine \ 
| Lady Bertlams, Lord help thy head , why, he is gon to 
be made a made a Man Wench, 

Priſſila. Was he not ſo before , it not, your Ladyſhip 
hath bad but an ill rime ov'r, 

Lady Bertlaw, The Prince of Men, you Baggage ; thou 
art ſuch a dull one, ; [I 

Prifſila, 1 cannot help ic, Madam, while 1 remain in 
Ienorance, 

Lady Bertlaw, 1 ſee 1 muſt open thy Eyes by way of 
Explanation ; Then know that from henceforth 1 will be 
call'd her Highneſs, 

Priſſilla, Nay, now you tell me what you would be 4 
call'd , I ſhall Obey your Highneſ-. : 

Lady Bertlam, It will do well, and 'tyill be but your 
Duty , prethee tell me;how doſt chipk I ſhall 


Behaye my felt int? 


She fruts it; 
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Pri/fl, Highly well, you cannot chooſe, yon begin (a 
ſoop, 1: ic (hall pleaſe your Highneſs, 

Lady Bertlams.1 think Iam bercer ſhap'd for'c She na 
chin J-4n,or what do you call her Crowwel, 7 /ef. 

Pri(s, Abundantly,for at her beſt She was but a bundle of 
F— Madam —Lord,l am ſo forgerful,Hrghneſs 1 ſhould 
hve latd, 

Lady Bertlam, That's the Word, Con it, Priſs repeats 
avd be perfect in't, or I profeſs you and ] *9, Her felte, 


ſhall pact —_— 
\What's the Newes with b Highneſs. Ea- 
Am I ſent for to Walling ford- Howſe ? ter Walker, 


Secretary, Noy Madam, 

Lidy Bertlaw, What a beetle-headed feHow's this, 

P r;/ſilla. Highneſs, you Chapvghog ; you Priſids pulls hios 
muli call her Highnglx., by the $kirr, 

Secretary, No, and.ic ſball pleaſe your Highnels, 

Lady Bertlamw, It pteaſes me very well, She ftruts it, and 
What's your baſineſs ? ſurveys ber ſelf, 

Secretary, Gammer Cromwell would ſpeak a word or ewo 
with your Highneſs. x 

Lady Berilam, Bid the poor Woman waite without , 
I'le do her what good I can for her Childrens ſake, 

Priſſilla, Or rather for Hnsbands fake, if ic ſhall pleaſe 
your Highneſs 5 good turns ought not to be forgorrey, 

Lady Bertlam,. Thou ſay'ft trne, One good turn requires 
2yother, he was, 1 confeſs, a Manevery loch of bim, 

Priſſilla, I, and though he was out with my Lord 
many times , he would be 1n with you , as the ſaying is , 
and pleaſe your Highneſs, 

Lady Berilam. Well, I care not it I goto her, 

Priſfilla, Your Highneſs will decline much your State 
then, 

Lady Bertlaw, Say'f chou ſo Priſs . Walker admit her, 
I'le hear what the poor Creatare cav ſay tor her (elf, 

Exu Walker, 


Enter 


Co. 
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Enter Walker, and Miſtreſs Crommell the Elder; 


Mrs. Cronewell, 1 thought 1 ſhould have laid at the 
door 'cill Midnight ; Marry come up Mrs/Minks. Is there 
(uch a doe te ſpeak with you > No marvail indeed, 

L:dy Bertlam. Prethee woman,whar would'it have 2 

Mrs, Cromwell, Thy Husband by the Throat, had I him 
here; and I could finde in my heart in the meantime; to 
claw thy Byes oc , and make thee wear black patches 
for fomerhingy chon proud [mperious Sluc thou, 

Lady Bertlaw, The Woman (ure is lately come from 
Billing (gate : Priſs, ask her how goes Oyſters there, 

Preſs. She's very quick of heariog, and't pleaſe your 
Highneſs. 

Mrs, Cremnell, Highneſs in the Divels Name, it is not 
come to thar fure yet , is 1t> hah! Thy Husband may be 
hang'd firſt like a Crafty knave as be is; Did my Husband 
makehim a Lord for this > tro Ruine our Family? Or as the 
Word is indeed, Trapan 'um > Curis on the time thy Huſ- 
band was born, he fool'd my Son in Law co betray the 
Innocent Babe my poor Child Richard, that Our Fames 
are now broughttothe Slaughter houſes, and the very 
Names of the Cromwells will become far more Odious 
then ever: Needbam could make the Hereicks ; Wo worth 
the time, 

Lady Bertlaw. Priſs, 1 pitry the Creature, ne're craft 
me , alaſs it Weeps, 

Mre, Cromwell, Thou ly't Baggage z I ſcornthy pitry, 
my Spiric is above it——Let me come at her—As old 
as I am, I can ſpoile that fine face, my dear,deceaſed Lord, 
did fo much dore on, ler me come at her , 

Hands off, I'le do's, thou Jezabell, Pri/s hold; her, 

Lady Bertlam, She begins co rave, ſend her to Bedlans 
among hey Conſorts. | 

Walker, I promiſe you , you ſhall have: clean firaw 
Mcs, Crompell, 

D Mrs, 
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Mrs, Cromwel/, Out Rogne, Raſcal, Vagabon, a fellow 
rais'dfrom the Horſe heels, do'tt chou npbraid me too 
le be the death of thee, if thou com'lt neer me. 
Oh Dick, Dick, had'ft thou had bur thy Fathers She falls 
Spirit , thy Morher pe're bad come unto' this back inco 
Shame, | a Chair, 
Lady Bertlam, Priſs, a Cordial preſently, 
Odds (o She _ YE | n goes in 
Priſs, 1 run, and't pleaſe your Highneſ(;.... 759 enters ume 
I have ic here, f « A 
Lady Bertlam, Prethee give it her, Then Priſr offers 
1 would not for a hundred pound She her the Cordial , 
ſhould die here, we ſhould be put co th" —_— = flor 
; , er hand caſts 
Charge ot burying her. it on the ground. 
Priſſila. 'Tis a pretious Cordial- 
Water of my own making, Madam, 
I hope there's no offence in thar, 
Mrs, Cromwell, 1 need ic not, proud Woman, I Divine 
this Scorne will be Reerg'd on thee and thine, Exit, 
Lady Bertlaw, Farewel Neught, 
Th'art betcer loſt then ſooghr, 
Pr1iſſilla. She has a Norable Spirit of her own, 
Lady Bertlam, *Twill get her nothing , She beats a- 
etipſtthe Wind, 
Priſſilla, She's Wind fall'n, and'r pleaſe your —_— 
Lady Bertlam,'Tis av ill Wind they {ay blonghs no body 
£009, let her rave, and raile,my dearelt ſecond-ſelf will 
tare the better for, 
Priſſilla, The fax fares beſt when he is curfſt, 
Walker, Priſi,Priſs, a word or two, 


Sweet Priſs, As they are going off, 


the Secretary pulls 


Prifſilla, Why how now Sawce > pyjſ; by the Sleeve. 
Plain Priſs > Am npetTI her Highneſs 
Maid of Honour ? 
Walker, 1 know thouart a Maid of Honouf , but the 
meaving of this , dear Priſs ? 
Priſſilis, The meanipg of what,thou Novice ? 
Walker, 
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| Walker, That Mada» is ſo ſuddenly turn'd to Highneſs, 
Is my Lord made Protector > 

Priſs, No, you Dance ; well, chou art the fimpl'& Se- 
cretary | what mult I finde thee brains and Underftanding, 
know then and grow wiſe upon't,She will be Proteores 
whether he be ProteQor or not : It he hrs any Honour: 
it muſt come from her, for ought I-ſee; She is before 
hand with himy and hath Inftall'd her telf already , I'm 
ince my Voyce was Herald to'c , thon pireous thipg , 
queſtion the Pride and pleaſure of a Woman 5 I will have 
| thze Scribe ro know, the time will come I ſhall have Ho- 
| nour too, and be Courted by the bercer (ore, 

Walker, Have I been wanting in that Duty, Priſ+ > 

Pre ſſilla, Waring $5. why chou art alwayes wantin? . 
never provided, till behind hand, never betore handro a 
Woman ; this Iprafeſs,and co thy (ſhame be ic ſpoken:And 
| therefore walk upon't , I have no more to ſay to thee. 
Walker. Bur I have ſomethivg to ſay to thee, oh Un- 
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| orateful Priſs 1 

| Prifſila. Ungrateſul? and why Ungrate'nl, pray > 
Walker, Haſt thou forgot the fmall token I ſenc thee, 
| Priſfilla, It was a ſmall one indeed it it came from thee. 
Walker. The tweezers out of Fraxce 
| 


Priſſilla. Did Travail hicher , bur\were as dull as he 
that ſent them , they would not cur a fearher, Is that youc 
pretious Preſent > If thou haſtno better, Walk alone tor 
Profs, She's not for thy Company. 

Walker. Nay, Dear Prifs, ſhall We beMarried. 

| Priſſilla, What are you ſo hor, Sir? there's a jeſt indeed, 
| Marry, before your Prentiſhip 18 our, 
| Walker, What doſt thou mean Wench? prethee kits me, 
| Priſſilla, Vie ſee better Clothes on your back firlt, 
| Walker, Why, are not theſe good > 
Priſſilla, Enough, had nor a fool the Wearing of 'um, 
Walker, Thou may'lt ſay any thing Priſe, I may have 
bercer, 
Priſills, When that time comes, and thy Wir 1s 
D 3 ' more 


| 
4 
, 
: 


more refip'd, I may ſay ſomeching co thee, 

Walter, Oh my Dear Priſs, inthe mean time, let me 
bur kits rhby hand, - 

Priſſilla, That you may » but hear me, be not proud 
owt, Nor take this as punctual promiſe from me, 1love 
my ſelf better then fo, 

Walker, Yet Il may live io hope, 

Priſfilla, 1t it were not for hope,the heart would break, 
chey ſay : Bur odds fo, I forger my Dary to her Highneſs, 

Walker, Ando do I, thou haſt Tranfported me, 

Prifſilla, Not to Jamaica yet. Exenn, 


Enter Mrs, (romwel, and che Lady Wooedfleet, 


Lady Wordfleet, Good Lady Motherybe patient. 

Mrs, Cromweli, Good Lady Fool,hold your prating; 
Was ever Mother ſo unhappy » or Children fo ſeofleſfly 
nngrations > 

Lady oodficet, I beſeech you think not fo, things will 
make for the belt. ? | 

Mrs, (romwell,Oh fond Girl; what hope canſt chou cre- 
ate unto thy ſelf. can ſave Us now trom fnking > We muſt 
periſh . — We mult ; though Brrilam Carry a 
ſmoorh Tongue to thy Husband , it ſpeaks not the L1n- 
ouage of higsheart, for that is rugged, It will deceive 
him as it cid thy Brother, and the late Idolized Parhia- 
m=nt, he ſer up » our of a Malice to thy fachers Memory, 
to make it Odious, becauſe he pull'd the Babel down , 
yer now he has Uſurp'd that Priviledge himſelf . ler his 
pretence be what ir will, # bears no other Weight bur 
that of his Ambition, to which thy Husband is a Pro- 

<TY, 
EN Enter )Voodfleet, 


woedfieet, Mother I profeſs I'm glad ro ſee you -heres 


Mrs, 


nz'ce truſt me law; how do you tofſooth > 
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Mrs, Cromwell. The worſe for thee, I wiſh I ne're had 
| known the time Occalion'd thee to call me Mother, 

| Woodfleet, Why forſooth Mothes , if it pleaſe your 
Highnels? 

| Mrs. Cremwell, Oh Monſlruons, not to be endar'd! 
I have bzencame roo long, the fool hath found a way c'up- 
braid my Miſery, She had a husband dear Ireton, my beſt 
of Sons, had Wic ,, and by his Councel flilted up Our 
Honours,which thou pull't down as faſt by thy Gmpliciry. 

Woodfleet. 1 profeſs, ne're cruſt me; I ſpeak Iogeniouſly 
ne're ſtur now, 1 am no ſuch Baby neither, as you take me 
co be, Mother. 

Mrs,Cromwell. A meer Stalking horſe to Bertlaw's Pride: 
his Wife, that Minion, doth aſſume chat cicle, I once, and 
my Son Richard's wite Epjoyed ; She will be calledhec 
Highneſs with a borſe pox, while I am call'd Old Joan, 
| old Beſs, old Bedlam old Witch, old Hagg, the Common- 
wealth's Night Mare; 'cis well, it any have che modeſty 


ci. b 
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to call me Gammer, or old Mrs. Cromwell, and leave our 
| many other horrid Nick-Names, this Intarny and more 
thou haſt brought on Us, She Weeps. 

Lady Wordfleet,Good Mother,do not Weep, 

Mrs, Cromwell, Would 1 were dead; Nothing Tor- 
ments me more, then that thy Father , who whilft he 
liv'd-was call'd the molt Serene , the moſt Hluſtrious and 
moſt Puiſlant Prince ; ( whilt that the fawning Poets 
Panegyricks ſweli'd with Ambitious Epicheres) is now 
calyd th” fire-brand of Hell, Monſter of Mankind, Re- 
| eicide, Homicide, Murtherer of Piety, a Lump of fleſh 
ftok'd in a Seaof blood, Traytor to God and goodneſs , 
| 
: 
| 


an Acvancer of Fiends and Darkneſs ; ſuch as theſe and 
worſe, could I bur think on 'am, are daily caſt into. my 
Ears; by every idle fellow, 
| Woodflee:, 1 pray take their Names, I profeſs Mother, 
Tie Order chemyas I am here, 
Mrs, Cremwell, Thou Order 'ums alaſs! they value not 
{o poor a thing as thou art » had Dick, continued, he had 
| kept 
} 
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kept Our Fame up fair ir the World , none durſt have 
blemiſhr ir, They tell me that the time iscoming , I 
mult make a Stall my-Court , and learn to thrive by toot- 
ing Stockings, ard if that won'tdo ic, mult be ( what 
I ne'c was) # Wormnan of Carriage, either for Tubs of 
Ale, as Suiting beſt with my Original Condition, orelſe 
for Nylters ; 1 was made tor Burthens , and am too Old, 
and Ugly rocry Oringes ; It theſe Trades fail me , then 
I muſt curn Bawd , they think me tough enough r'endure 
thar Tempeſt, and cell me there's a place call'd Sodows , 
will receiee me and my Rertinue ; I know it not, but chus 
I am made a Publick ſcorn by all Men; And in that, thee 
nor thine, nor any other that claim relation to Us are 
exempted ; Andall this by thy foolery. 

wodfleet, © 1 profeſs Mother I will be every with 'am , 
I know what I know,andthere's an end, as I am here, 

Mrs, Cromwell, 1 would there were an <td to Our diſ- 
graces, which Ido prophefie is but beginning. Whac 
will bzcome of rhat fair Monument thy careful father did 
Ere& unto thy memory, before ( lealt none ſhould do'c 
afrer) rhy death, next co thy Husband Iretoxs ; nay,even of 
his, thy Fatherstoo, and all that living bore a love to 
him and Us > The raging Malice of proud Bertlaw is o 
mrififtible, 'twill defiroy all, 

Weodfleet, T profeſs Mother , my Lord Bertlam is a very 
honelt Gentleman, and he loves me well, | profeſs now ro 
you; well, I know what I know, few words are beſt, I am, 
avd muſt be rhe Man when all is done; as I am here. 

Mrs. Cromwell, "Tis very likely , when all is done , 
thoul' be the Man will prove their Scorn and langhing- 
ſtock, 

Woodfl,] proteſs now Mother,in ſober ſadneſs,I (corn che 
words, {o I do— You know what I rold yon, Sweer heart, 
as Iam here, 

Lady Woedfleet, Very well, and do believe't , though 
you forſooth are ſo doubeful, 

Mrs. Cromwell, Doubtful, of whar > of that I never heard. 
Woodfleet, 


| 
| 
| 


Ce — —C ES 


(23] 
Wordflest, No more words,but Mum, I ſay, 1 charge you 
, Sweet- hearr, 


Enter a Meſſenger from the Committee of Safety, 


Meſſenger, My Lord , the Councel waites your 
coming. 
woodfleet. Why law ye now, as I am here, you thought 
I warrant, I ſhould not be ſentfor neither ; I profeſs for- 
ſooth Mother you are very hard of belief Tell the 
Lords I'm coming, 
Meſſenger, | ſhall, my Lord;moſt honoured Lady your 
molt humble Servant, Your humble Servant CIM2dam. 
Exn. 
Mrs. Cromwell, 1 have ſeen this fellows fate before , 
merhipks he does retain ſomething oth” duty he paid me 
| tormerly, 
Lady Woodfleet, Be but patient Mother, Tie wazranr , 
things will go according to your wiſh, 
Woodfieet, 1, it you'l have ſome patience , if pot, 1 
| profeſs Mother I cannot tell how to helpir, for I mult to 
Coach, that's the truth on'c,Sweer-heart,pray make much 
| of my Mother, Exit Woodfleet, 
| Lady Weodfleer, Will you pleaſe to walk i, forſooth, 
Mrs, Cromwell, My heart was a heavy when I came 
hither, 'tis ſomewhat now at eaſe, by the disburthenipg 
| of my Opprefliog Griefs. 
Lady Woodflees, 1hope forſooth, you'l have no cauſe to 
Ereate more of them. Exennt, 


Enter Lady Bertlam and Priſilla, 


—— 26/6 is 


Lady Bertlam, Halt thou Suramened choſe interiour 
things > 

Priſs, What the Ladies of the laſt Edition > 

Lady Bertlam, Thoſe whoie husbands have been Styg- 


matiz'd by Nel and Dick, with the Title of —_ 
rils, 
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Priſe, 1 gave Order to Trotter to Trot about ity an'c 
hall pleaſe your Highneſs, 


Enter Trotter, 


Trotter, The Ladies are coming forth, 

Lady Bertlam, They were not bourd to their #90d be- 
haviour , but— *TI1s well they Underftand their Duties ; 
ſer Us Our Chair of State, and then admit 'am, 


Enter Ladicr. 


Lady Bertlam, Gemlewomen, for Lacies We cannor 
call you, your Obediepce ro our Commands is well re- 
{emed, it you perſeverin't you will Oblize Our favour: 
Priſs proceed, 

Priſs, By what Authority, and from whom do you Ce» 
tive your Ticles of Madam, I pray. 

Ladies, From Our Husbande, 

Priſs, What arethey > of what ſanding > 

1, Lady, Ot no long ſtanding, We confels, 

Priſs. Thavs a common complaint, and a general 
grievance, I 

Lady Bertlam, And ſhall be taken into conlideration for 
a thing we know ; Priſs, prick that down in your Note 
book : Who made your Husbands Knights > 

Ladies. Oliver the firft 

Lacy Per:lam, O! horrid memory;put that in your Note 
book,! itn, | ' 

Ladies, And Richard 
 Prifs, Of Sortiſh memory, ſhall I put that down too, 
us remarkable > 

L2dy Berilam, By all means, put it down in the Margin, 
as a band direting tothe reſi 

Priſ+, Of their fooliſh, Families, 'tis done an'c pleaſe 
your Highneſs, 

Lady Fertlaw, What Coares of Armes do your Huſ- 
bznds ber > 1, Lady, 
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t Lady, Who? Mine, Madam; 

Lady Bertlam, I, thips , Woman, 

Priſſils, Youa Lady, and ſhew fo lictle manners: For: 

vet her Highne(s! 

Lady Bertlam, | paſs by their cicty breeding, Woman, 
We ſlay, what Coat of Arms does thy Husband ove > 

1 Lady, He bears Argent npon a Vend Gules , "three Cue- 
holds Heads Attyr'd Or. 

Priſſuilla, Three Cuckolas Heads! Why one is ſuffici - 
car in all conſcience, 

t Lady, 'Tis a Paternal Coat belenging to the Family 
of the wittals, 

, Prijſilla, Ic may be they were Founders of Cruckolds- 
haven, 

Lady Berilams, No more of Cuckolds, Pr:/:, 'ris appro- 
b:ious, and increncheth much upon the Honor of aur Sex : 
Put that down in your Note-book as a publick Grievance, 
and it concerns Us to look after, and the Commuctee ot 
Satery to Remedy, 

2 La, 'Tisa material and pupctual poim to a Woman, 

Lady Bertlam, And what does thy Husband give, 
prithee ? 

2 Lady. He bears T hree Gaxtlets Dexter Or, 

Priſcilla. Or again: Your Highneſs may perceivethey 
have had Golden times on 't, 

Lady Bertlam, Dexter Or : Well, we know he has bezn 
an «Ambo-dexter all his lite time, and he (hall now grve 
another Coat; A Body without a Head in 4 Field Sable 
Apd what's thine , prithee > 

Lady, Ours 1s but Parte per pale, ' 
[1 ady Bertlam, Parte per pale: Whar's that > 

Priſs, A Motley Coat of two colours, 

Laiy Ferilams, 'Tis a wonder with what Impudence 
| tholz Fellows Nell and Dick, covid Knignittie your Hug- 
| bands! For 'ts a Rule in Heraldry, that Bone can make a 
Knigit bur he chat 1s a Kni%he hiraſelt : 'Tis Zanca Panca's 
Cate in Donquixett, 

E 1 Lady, 
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1 Lady, 1: none can make a Knight but he that is a 
Knight, how ſhall our Husbands receive honor from your 
Huzband, who 1s po Knight himſelt ; 

Lady Bertlam. Letme alone to Dub him, 

Priſs. You have dons that already , and 't pleaſe your 
Hiohnels, 

1 Lady, If Dubbing our Husbands will carry it,we can 
do that our (elves, 

Lady Bertlam, But Ours 18 of greater Honor and Anti- 
qQuity , and theretore ought to take place, Receive that 
aSa Maxime from Us , ciſpure no further, 

Ladies, We ſhall nor, 

Lady Berilam, Sipce , being Infranchis'd through our 
orace and favour you are become Members of Our Com- 
mon-we:lth, Declare your Grievances , and we'l hear 
'©m , whether publick or private, 

1 Lady.Begin with the private firſt, Sweer Mrs, Profs, 

Priſſilla, This Lady complains her Husband prays too 
much, and it rakes him off his other buſineſs, 

Lacy Bertlam. There can be po Charity in that Man is 
remiſs in his Benevolence, Receivethat as another Max- 
1me Priſs, You mind Us nor, 

Priſ. Vm pricking of 1t down.ana't pleaſe your brg bneſs, 

Lady Bertlam,. Bur, it may be he prays wherys Zeal's on 
fire (as Bells ring) backwards. 

1 Lady. And then he rails 2gainftthe Whore of Baby- 
ln, and then the people think he calls me Whoze, 


Lady Bertlam, That's groſs, and ſhews ſmall breeding ; 


We't have it rectifn'd , it concerns Us, 

2 Lady, And my husband fays 1 ralk in my flzep.,and 
call on M:n to cometo bed to me, and diſcover his infic + 
mit12*, 

Lady Fertlam, ON ! have a care of that, 

2 Lady, Have a care of whatz Were he Capaiie ot more 
eareof me, 1 ſhon!d have lel(s care ot ray [<!:, 

Priſſilla. 1 commend the Ladies reſolution, 

Lady Berilam, And, yibat {ayitchou? 


3 Laay. 


——Þc . ru 00... 


[27] 

3 Lady, Why truly I canpot ſay much, My husband is 
| a Map of reaſon, and is willipg 1 (hould fatisfe my ſelf; 
he know the tailings of Women , and impures ic to the 
| {rzilry ot our Sex, 

Lady Bertlam, He's 20 honeſt Man, I warrant him, 

Pr:ſſilla, Such a Husband tor my money, 

1 Lady, As you are a Lover of Womeitsy legithe Act of 
| the 24 of June againit Fornication be repeal d; Me thinks 
; it trt2hes as there were a Furnace in'c, 

Lady Berrlam, As there were Conveniencies 1p thor 
Ac, which ty'd up Mens tongues from babliog , ſo there 
were CeltryCtive Inconverierciesin't , familiarity not fo 
irequently uſed between Man and Worrap, When know , 
Society is the life of Republicks— CIartin the firſt.avd 
Peters the ſecond— Indeed, things were rather done 1n 
fear then treedome. 

| 1 Lady. Ina Free State whois not Free > 

| 2 Ls,1 beſeech you inthe next place,that the Cavaliers 
may not be lookr ypon as Monſiers, tor they are Men, 

| | 1 Lady. Andthart it may be imputed no Crime to keep 
. | em comrany, tor they are honeſt, p 

3 Lady. And men that will fttand totheir Tackling, 

| Lady Ber:lam, Well, we'l have theſe zmended: What 
have you more to ſay > 

1 Lady, Now, Mrs, Priſt, to the Publick, I pray. 

- Priſſille. Whereas ſeveral abuſes have lately crept 1n 


__ amongit Us, 
; | Lady Dertlan, That's a ſmall abuſe ; Love mult creep 
till ic can go, \ 
] | Priſ:. Her Higbreſs hath rhe Feeling ſenſe of it » 4 


eropes out the meaning already, you ſee, : 
1 Lady, We could not go to Hide-park, nor Sprong- 
garden (o rr.uch as with our owp husbands, 


- | Lacy *erilim, Why , what h:d yon ro do to go wuh 
them Could you hnd no berter company > 
1 Ladz, Good men were ſcarce ; and then to avoyd 
| ſuſpicion, | 

”. E S Priſſilla, 
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Priſs, In my fooliſh opinion that rather bred ic ; what 
walk: with your own Husbands > How Contrary to Con- 
ſcience and high breeding is that 2 
Lady Bert!. Whep things are ſertl'd, wee'l have an At 
that no Lady or Gentel woman (hal bz pur ro that Slavery, 
bur ſhall have liberty to walk or ----- talk, with whom 
they pleaſe : Now may a mulcicuce of mens bleſſings lighe 
op you, Prif: proceed, 
Priſs, Here's a Lagy delires a putten tor Painting, 
Lady Bertlaw, Tistoo great tor 2 SnbjeRt, we intend 
it for our ſelves, and to that end, have employed ſeveral 
perſons 2s our Agents 11 forraign parts , to find out the 
readielt and (ecureit way tor making it , that it may not 
e2: into the Cheeks, beget Wrinckies, impare the Eye- 
ehc, or rot the Teeth, 
3 Lady. I have tound the woful experience of char, 
Lady Bertlam, We have Intelligence of a Water that 
will in two hors tire take the wither'dskin off the face 
and a new one ſhall ſupply the place, That no Lady or 
Gentlewoman, though ſhe have ouc-worn Sixty, ſhall ap- 
Fear above five and twenty years of Age, 
Pr;/s, That makes your Highneſs look ſo ſmooth upovy'c, 
Lady Bertlam, There's no Invention for fleeking , 
elazing, orannoiming , but we have notice of; and for 
Powders and Perfumes , we may be ſeried a ircet off, 

Ladye;, On {weet Woman ! 

Lady Ber:lam, Then for Attyring, andto find out the 
Mazesof Faſhions, there's no i.ady but muſt follow Us, 

Ladye:, You are at a great Charge, (tre, 

Lady Bertlam, We are ſo, but "tis Princely, ---! be riſes) 

1 Lady, We hop? your Highnefle will remember the 
foregoing premiſtes, 

Lidy Berflaw. Priſs, beir your care to mind Us; We 
mult to Walling ford Houſe and have um copſirm'sd, 

And in the mean time , let our Muſich pl.cy 
To Celchrate the Glory of this Day. Exeunt, 
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Acr the III. Scenes the IL 


Enter one of the Dovekeeptrs , be trims up the Table, layes the Paper 
and Standiſhes in their places ; then Enter Clerks ts the Committee. 

x Clerk, The Lords are coming, 

Dorekgeper, Are you ſure on't ? 

| Clerk, They are upop us already. 

Doreketp. That they are not; Ile affure you. Genrlemen; 
However I will attend my charge, Keep back there , keep 
back there, Iſay, keep back there, make room for the 
Lords there, God bleſs your Honours. 
| Emter Bertlam, Woodfleer , Lockwhirt, ard Stoneware. 

Enter Duckingheld aud Cobber , they paſs a Complement ts the yelt , 
Cobber takers Stoneware by the hand , Duckinkeld and they walk tore- 
4 ther whiſpering , Bertlam Woodflcct and Lockwhit do the like , after a 
turn or (wo Bertlam ſprays. 
| Berilam, It mutt be done (my Lord) we have nothing 
| elſe to take him of, 
| Lockwhit, Scots, we know generally are greedy of gain, 
and ſince we have made him Preſident, and ſenfible of our 
Secrets, tis requifre we do ſomerhing to top his Month, 
| Bertlam, Lelt he -- No matter, it mutt be done.my Lord, 
| Wordfleer, Say youſo, I pro'els, ferionily, If I thoughr 
| vood would enſue of it, with all my hearr, 
| Cobbett, My Lord beleive us, all We can ſerve you in 
you may Command, ” ths 
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Enter Desbrough ad Huſon, 

Deſbr. How do you, how do you, and hoy dow do you 
my Lords and Gentlemen all, how do you > 

Huſo:, And how do you , how do you > 

Stoneware, eAb my geod Loords, hen yee me, Sire, 

Ber:lam, We ſhall make up our pumber anon: Will 
you pleaſe to aflume the Chair, my Lord, 

Stoneware, Marry, and 1/e your bumble Servant, my gt0d 
Lord Bertlam, 

Deſbr, Come come, What Government mult we have? 
whar Government mult we have > 

Hyuſon, I, I, I ; What Governement > Let's krow 
quickly : Come, you talk of Conſervetat , ( onſerverat , "Lis 
a hard word, hang't ; but there's tors in't, I'm (ure of that, 

Duckenfield, Conſervetor, my Lord | Conſervator, 

He#ſon, Conſervators let it be then ; When ſhall we have 
um , when ſhall we have um > 

Berilam, My Lord, We'l think on that hereaſter, 

Huſon, Hereaiter comes not yet then, it ſeems, 
Deſbr, Burt while the grats grows the Horſe may ſtarve, 

Cobbet, Howere, Gramercy Hotſe, though'c has 00 tail 
toc, 

Stoneware. Geod feath Sirs, and Ile tell you a blithe tale 
of a Scottiſh Puddin, will gar ye aw tell laugh , Sirs, 

Bertlam. That Puddin will have no ent ro'c, good my 
Lord, 

Deſbr, I love to hear of a puJdtn. ſo ic be a bag-puddin, 

Huſon, Sodo I, if ithe a good one, 

Stoneware, Bred agoad, as geod 4 puddin 4s ere was CHt up, 

Weodfieet, 1 protels my haic (tands an end, 

Dzchinfield No more Sweatipg, my Lord, is not (ea- 
{cnable 1D thts place, 

Stoneware, Harke Jee mee than, Sirt , mind yee me now or 
neere : There wa a poor woman, Sirs, bog'd oth K arle the Spea- 
ker,Sirs,an heed gee her noought Whilke gard her to let a crack) 
Sirs; 1 marry quo the Waman quo now { ſce my Rumpbu 4 
Speaker too, Haw lick yee my T aple noow; Sirs ? 5 

Omne 
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Omnes, Ha, ha, ha! 

Berilam, My Lord, I know you have many of e'm, but 
pray let's mind ouc buſineſs. 

Deſbr, Bulineſs, Why there's the thing ; I think every 
man ought tro mind his bufineſs: 1 ſhould goand beſpeak 
a pair of Mittips and Sheers for my Sheerer, a pair of 
Cards tor my Thraſher, a Scythe tor my Mower, bebannt 
Shooes tor my Carter, a Skreer for my Lady Wife ; and I 
know not what: My head is fo full of bulineſs, 1 cannot 
ltay , Gentlemeb, 
| Lockwhit, Fy, ty, Gentlemen, will you neglect the 
| buſineſs of this Day ; We meer to gratific our Friends, 

Defbr. Nay, then do what you will, ſo 1 may riſe time 
enough to ſee my Horſe at night, 

Lockwhit, 1s that it > Clerk, read what we paſt the other 
| Day ; I mean the heads of 'em ; what Papers and Periti- 
ons remain in your hands,referring tothis Days bukneſs, 

Cobbet, Forbid we ſhould be backward in rewarding 
ſuch have done Service to the Common-wealth, 

Leckwhit There's Monty enough, Geotlemep. 
| Duchinfield, If we knew where to find ir. However , 
( ferk, re2d, To Walter Walton Draper 69291,'6 5, 54, tor 
| BlacksTor his Highneſs, 

Bertlam, For a Halter: Put it down for Ol;ver Cromwel's 
Burial, We'l have no record rile up iD judgment agaiolt 
| Us tor ſuch a Villain, ' 
| Lockwhir. Bur ficlt ler's conſider whether that were 
| o00d Service, or nor, 

Berilam, However, we'l give him a Paper for't : Ler 
him get his meney when, he czn» Paper 1s not fo Dear, 
| G:mlemen, andthe Clerks pains will be rewarded, 

StonewWare, Geod Conſideration my gead Loord ; bred 
Sir, that Cromwell was the veryeſt Limmer Loone that ere 
cars intoll our Countrey , the faw Deel has tane him bith Lugs 
| by this time for robbing ſo rich a Conntrey; bred Sis, 1. 
Woodflent, 1 profels my Lord Stoneware you are to blame, 
I p:emiſe you, yon are; Why do you Swear io ? 
SCODCWAre, 
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Stonew, Geod feath I gi you thank , for your chaſtiſement; * 


1ſe fit ye Sir, auprafeſsta , an ſe gif you ha mee. 

Cobb, That may bripg you prokhc 1ndeed.Clerk,proceed, 

Clerh, To Walter Froſt Treaſurer of the Contingencies 1 
$0007, Io Mr, Edward Backwel 46001, To Mr, Hutchinſon 
Treain:er of the Navy, 200090 /, 

Sconeware, Oznds, there's a ſum ! marry it cam from 4 
Canon ſure, Clerk, To Mr, Backwell more 326 1.165, 5 4, 
To Mr, [ce 4501, To Mr, Lothur late Secretary to his--- 

Leckwhit, To Oliver Cromwell ay, leave out Highnels ; 
You wee order'd {o before, whe:e ere you find it, 

Clerk, Secretary to O, Cromwe!l, 2999. 5 5. 7 d, for In- 
ceiligence, and Tiapapning the Kings liege people, 

Stopewace. Marry Sirs, an ye gif ſo faſt, yeel gr aw away 
fro pawe Acchibald Johnſon, . | Aſie, 

Lockwhit, Oyl the Wheel (my Lora) your Evgine will 
ev the berrer : Move tor him ficlt, 

Ber:ilaw, Be ic your buſineſs , 11s do as much for you, 

L:ckwhit, Contenr, Gentlemen, fince we have (er this 
Day #pazt from other bulinefs , purpoſely ro gratifie our 
molt concerned Friends, let us cont:det the Worth of the 
Lord Stoneware, 2 perſon of eininent fidelity and trult, 

Stoneware, Geed feath, and [ ba been a trv/ty T rojan,Sirs, 

Woodfi, We know it very well Sic, Iproteis, my Lord, 

Du«ckiafi, And 'tis burreaſon you ſhould be rewarded, 

Derby, 1de (corn to let a Dog go unrewarded. 

Huſorz, And ſo would I, hetawns fo prettily. 

Cobber, My Lord, you are Witty: I hope we ſhall have 
no more on'r, Huyuſon, And pertorms his Graces to a 
Seattish Fipe ifs) handſomely, 

Dexckhixficld, You may content your ſelf with that (my 
Lord) he is our Fiend, 

Stoneware. Geod feath Sivs, an ſu 1 am ; wha denyes it ? 

Huſos, Nay, my Loid, we are not Focs ; 1am for you, 

Desbr. Andſoam I, as ive, 

Stoneware, Gevd feath weel ſed.ye hen well enzngh Tſe ſute 
1ſe 2 man can ſerve ye aws Sirs : Sin ye are ſo kind Sir3, Scfibe 
read my Paper to, | Locknhi, 
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Lockwhit, You have a Petition then > 

Stoneware. Geed feath I had been a very foole els, 

Bertlam, Give us the ſubſtance of ir, 

Clerk, That your Honours would be pleas'd, in confi- 
deration of his faichful Service, and the conſtant charge 
he is at both at home and abroad, to grant him ſome cer- 
tain conſiderable ſumme of Money for his preſent ſupply, 

Duckinfield, Order him Two thouſand pound, 

Bertlam, Seriouſly, let it be Three thouſand, Gentlem, 
Yeu mutt underitand he is much 1n debr, 

Stoneware, God: benizon lite on your ſaw, my geod Loord 
Berclam, 

Huſon, Three rbouſand pound ! Why, half ſuch a ſum 
will buy all Scotland, | 

Stoneware, Bred Sir, ye leoke bett blindly ont than, 

Bertlam, Gramercy, my Lord. 

Cobbet, Well Brother, the time was,a mire of ic would 
have bought all the Shooes in your Shop, I will not lay 
your Srall for your Honour ſake, though now you doe 
abound in 1r;/ Lands, 

Stoneware, 7 are wy geod friend Sir, geod feath y'ave tene 
bit him bh.me, Clerk, gang a tyny bit farder, 

Clerk, That your Honors would be pleaſed ro Conter 
ſome Annual Pephon upon him, 

Berilam, Gentlemen, Ithink ir bur reaſon; he has been 
faithful, and I hold him a good Common-wealths Man , 
ard the rather becauſe Haz/erigge hath fo beſpatrer'd him; 
ſince you have conſentedto his preſent ſupply, ler him nor 
ſuffer for want of a future ove : What think you of 400 /, 
per ann, 'Tis but ſmall; Say, are you willipg to it Gentl® 

Omnes, I, I, I. 

Bertlam, Are you pleas'd, my Lord? 

Stoneware, Bred, thar es a queſtion indeed ; Onnz Sir, ye 
ha won my heart. 

Bert/am, Then Gentlemen , fince my Lord Lockwhi's 
Modeliy is ſuch he capnort ſpeake for himſelte , give me 
leaye to become ap humble _ 10 his behalfl——— , 

Taat 
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Bertlam, T'1at you will be pleaſed to mak: him Conſt. 
bl: of Windjor Caltle, Warden of the Forrelts , &-, -1 
Licutenint of the Caltles and Forreſis, with the Rents, ; 
Perquifites, and profirs thereo!, Gentlemen, I need 
not in{tance his faithfulneſs co us and our D:fignments | 
hichecco : No man here ( I preſume) but hath been, and 
1s ſatisfiedin himſelf of his reality ; And therefore Iam 
confident you cannot confer a place of ſo great honour or 
rrult-apon a pzrſormore deſerving : Bur I fubmicto your 
\Wiſdom, 

Onnes, *'[igeranted, 

Stoneware, Bred my good Lord, what can ye ath. that we 
ſal z2t pram ? 

Berila +, 1 have heard ſome ſay , thar Honour withour 
Miinmtenance is like a blew Coat without a Badge, 

Deſbr, Or a Pudding without Suer, 

Bertlaw, You have made him Keeper of the great Seal; 
*us honor , Iconfeſs, but no fallary attends upon't; and 
bribes you know are not now (o frequent as they were in 
Noell's time : Befides, my Lord is a perſon of that honor, 

Huſon, Well my Lord, let us bz briet and cedious, ler 
us humour one another ; Idove my Lord Lockwhit well, 

Bertlam, 1 move for a Sallary, Gentlemen ; Scobel and 
other petty Clerks have had 500 /, a year apeice gramedto 
them ; I hope hemerits more, 

Huſon, Let him have a thouſand pound a year then, 
you ſhall n>t want my voyce, my Lord. 

Lockwhit, 'Tis a liberal one , my Lord. 

Woodfleet, 1 profeſs ſoberly with all my heart, 

Bertlam, Does that pleaſe your Lordſhip > 

Lockwhit, Your faichfnl Servant, my Lord; bur it I 
may be {o bold ro know trom whence 1 ſhall recerve 1, | 

Cobbet, Ont of the Cultoes, the belt lace, I chink, 

Stoneware, Swre pay my Loord, breda goad, !fe uphold 
you now, gang your wayes ; on Scribe, tet 9 m4 meere 
good Warks, wee ſall proſper then , aw my ſw, Sirs, 

| Berilim. Clerk , proceed where you lzft of, "Op 
(fF e. 
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Clerk, Honylejbres 4co0 1, u; on 2ccompt , Backwell for 
| 9600 1, Worſeley Anbrey for 2500 /, 
-) | Stoneware, Bred hol: for tham , where the Dee! [all they ha 
| aw this ſiller , Sirs, 
Leckwhit, Ne're trouble your ſelf for that, my Lord. 
Berilaw, Theſe thongs mult be granted , we know the 
perions, they are our triends, 
| Woodfleet, I profeſs , indeed Brotherly love ought to 
F eo alorg with us Fil; but when all is gone, when ſhall we 
have more 2 : 
Bertlam, Pough, my Lord, the City's big with riches, 
and neer her time I hope to be Delivered, 
Hwſon, le be the Midwife, or what you will call me, 
Ile nnderrake to do my office as well as Dr, Chamberlyn 


can do his, 
Deſbrough. Well ſaid Brother, what's The Lady nevt- 
the matter there > lam litres ro en- 
Bertlam, Ile wait on you immediately , ©? the Dece- 
Gentlemen. he Lol ve. 
Heuſox, Is the Lord Bertlam gone > lam, and whiſ- 
Wardfleet, 1 profeſs , I know nar, = him, he ri- 
Ber:lam, Why, how now Sweet-heart, '<th,and goes rc 
What make you here > her, 


Lady Bertlam. Nay, what make you here theb > 

Rerilam, This is not a placs for Women. 

Lady Ber:lam, How (o, Sir, pray, while thou arr here 
I hwwe as much right to the place as thou haft, it Iam 
Jobn Berilam's Lady, and for ought I know my advice may 
do aſwell here as thine, for all you perk ic fo, 

Bertilam, Good Sweet-hearr, returnto thy Coach. 

Lady Berilam, Good Sweet-heart, tell me, am I her 
Highneſs or not her Highneſs, or what do you intend to 
make ot me? 

Ber:lam. Thou makelt thy ſelf ſeem.tobe a Mad Wo- 
men, * L She ſtrives , 

Lady Bertlam. Do I ſo, Sir, Ile be madder pertlamholds 
ye: ; then Ile co the Board, and know what ker. 
they incend to do with me, Bertlam, 
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Bertlam, Thou wilc nor, ſure. 

Lady Bertlam, But I will, and hear what they will ay 
to me; 1 willbe pur off no longer, 

Bertlam, Be not (6 loud, 

Lady Bertlam, Ile be Louder Sir, and they ſhall hear 
me ; If Iam pot Her Highneſs, they ſhall nor Gt there, 

Ber:lams, Thou ſhalt be as high as cap be, if thou wile 
be patient, 

Lady Bertlam, Patient , I, thou knowſt roo well Iama 
patient fool ; pray, when will che time come I ſhall be 
tiyl'd Her Highneſs > for that I will be, 

Bertlam, le tell thee that anon ; prethee Sweer-heare 
cake thy Coach, | 

Lady Berilaw, I, thouthinkR with thy fine Words to 
Work me to any thiny , bur it you Deſer the time tos 
long , you'l find the Contrary — Call my Man there—- 
D' ye hear me > pray make haſte home. Exit, 

Bertlam, Well, 

Huſon, My Lord, We thought you had been gone, 

Bertlam, No, my Lord, I have been bertec bredchen 
ſo, to leave you in the heat and midit of buſineſs, 

Lockwhit, Nay, 1think the hear of our buſineſs is oyer 
for this Day. Clerk,, Sez,have you any more Papers? 

Clerk, Not avy. 

Huſen, Let us riſe then, I chink we have ſate a pretty 
time by't, 

Deſbr. And my colon begins to cry out beans and bacon, 

Woodficer, I profeſs my Lord , it is not Ichipk heco put 
you in mind, Ihope Ineed pot; I profeſs. | they riſe.) 

Berilaw, Oh, to move concerning a Single perſon, 

Lockwhit, By all means, for his Lordſbip, 

Bertlam. Serioufly , my Lords, 1 hold it would have 
been unſeaſonable , bur at the next Sitting it wall fall 10 
courſe my Lord, and then my Lord 

Leckwhit, We are your Creatures, 

Wordfizet, Say you fo, I profels let it be ſothen, 

Deſbr, Come ler us go, I'm mad to be gonz, What 
ſhould we ſtay here for ? Stone- 
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Stoneware. Marry, ar ee ſpeke right , Sir. Scribe, See 
aw theiſe Orders be ready for my hond anenſt Morne ; meere 
efþecially my none and my geod Loods beere, that they may gang 
to the Pattent Scribe, here ye mee, 

Clerks, They (hall, my Lotd. 

x Clerk, Come Sirrah , here be thriving Times , ſome 
men riſe with their Breech upwards. 
| 2 Clerk, And 'tis very probable may be laſh for't : 
How they Divide the Kingdomes Treaſure, 

+ Clerk, 1 commend them,they make ule of their time, 
make Hay whileſtche Sun ſhines. I wonder my Lord Deſ- 
brough mit that Proverb atthe Table. 

2 Clerk, Was ever fuch Language heard at a Conncil- 
Table before > They are all made up of Proverbs and Old- 
ſayings, except his tamen ſemper, Bertlam and Lockwbit, 

1 Clerk, Oh! thoſe are ewo precious Divels ; bur for 
a hawving and colloguivg Divel, give me the Scotch 
Direl, 

2 Clerk, No more of this, the Dore-keeper has Ears, 
| 1 Clerk, 1 would his Ears were off, they are not worth 
| the Senſe of Hearing : But come , let's pur up our trinc- 
| kets; apoxon't, I didnot think they would have fate {o 


long. 
2 Clerk. Thou haſt ſome Baggage or other to go to, 
Ile be havg'd elſe, 
1 Ci:rk, Thou mayſt be hang'd in time ; however weel 
20e, 
| Dore- keeper, Well , go your wayes, you are a precious 
| Couvle, Exeunt, 


[ A noyſe within, crying Tom, Will, Harry, Dick ; Have you 
a mind to be (Murdered in your beds, | 


Enter a Corporal and Souldiers after himin a confuſed 
manner , a4 from their ſeveral Lodgings, 


__ —m— Y F& 1 a. AM. 


1- Souldier, What's the matter > Corporal, 
C *7pral, The City's up in Arms, 


i Sowldier, 


— 
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\" x Seuldier, T am glad on'r, 


2 Souldier, Andſoam I, there's plunder enough , 1 
am mad to Þ2 at ir, 
Corporal, The Commitrree (ate all this night about it; 
tis ſaidrheyare up every where, 
1 Sowldier, 1 warrant tat Dog ina Doublet Haſlerigg 
1: the Ring-leader, ; 
| Corporal, 'T1s likely, the news came bur within this 
[1 houre, and the danger that lurks in't hath call'd the Com- 
mittee together, to morrow the Prentices intend to peti- 
tion the Lord Mator tor a Free Parliament, 
| x Souldier, L2tem', 'tis $00d fiſhing in troubled wa- 
| rers, 
2 Souldier, Muſt the R/Z.11P come in agen > 
Corporal. I know not, good Lads make haſte, the 
Captain ſtays for us. 
| 1 Souldier, Pox on't, let's nec (tand buttoning our 
felves, Weeleave our Donblets behind us, 
( orporal, No, by no means, 
1 Souldier, And is't come to that, then hey for Lum- 
bard-ſtreet , there's a Shop thac I have market out tor mine 


— 


already. 

2 Souldier, You mult not think to have ir all your ſell, 
Brother, ; 

1 Souldier, He this Wins gold , let him Wear gold, 
I cry. 


Corperol, Well, we ſhall have enovgh, "ris a rich 
City , never came better news to the Souldiery, 

1 Sonldier, Wee'l Cancel the Prenticcs Indentures , 
ard bind them to us in ſurer bonds, 

= 2 Sowldier. And they ſhall ne're bs made free by my 

| Conſent till they have paid for their Learnings, 

L 1 Sowldier, Me thinks I ſee the Town on hre, and hear 
the Shrieks and Crycs of Women and Children already ; 
the Rogues running to quench the fire, and we following 
the laughter, Here lies one without an Armand he cap- 

| pot hold vp a Hand agtin;t us; another without a Leg) _-_ 

| e 
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he ſhan't run for'c ; another without a Noſe , hee't ne'ce 
ſmell us out ; another without a Head, and his plotting's 
ſpoyl'd: Here lies a rich Courmogeon burnt to Aſhes , 
who rather then he would ſurvive his Treaſure, ,periſheth 
with his Cheſts , and leaves his better Angels to wait on 
Us, you Knavee, 

2 Souldier, Oh brave Tom, 

Corporal, 1 know you have all Mettle enough , bur our 
Caprain ſtays, 

1 Souldier, Not a minute lopger— hey for Lumbard- 
ſtreet, hey for Lumbard-ſtreet ! 


Owners, Hey for Lumbard-ſtreet.hey for Lumbard-ſtreet ! 
E xeunt, 


Wor the I'V. Scenes the I. 


Enter 4 company of Prentices with club:, 


1 Prentice, Come boyes come, as long as this Club 
laſts fear nothing, it ſhall beat one Hzſons rother Eye, I 
ſcorn to take him on the blind fide, I'm more a man 
than ſo, 

2 Prentice, Thou a Man, a meer Pigmy! 

1 Prentice, Children arc poor Worms, 1 would have 
you to know that I am the Cities Champion, 

2 Prentice, Thou the Cities Champion! 

1 Prentice, Yes, and will ſpend life and limbe for 
Magna Charts anda Free Parhament, 

Omner:, Sowe willall, ſowewillall, 

t Prentice, Why then you are my Boys, and crue Sons 
to the City; Crynpa Free Parliament, 

Omnncs, A Free Parliament, A Free Parliament ! 

t Prentice, Boys, this was done like Mep ; but do you 
hear the News > My Intelligence is good. 

Omner, 


[49] 
2 Prentice, What is't Champion , What is't > 
1 Premice, There's a Proclamation come from the 
Commurtee of no Satety, 

Omnes, For what > Champion, 

1 Prentice, To hang ugall up if we!Depart nor to our 
Homes: How like you that, Gallants ; how like you 
t hat ? . 

2 Prentice, This hanging is ſuch a thingy I do por 
lixe1t; well, Ile go home, 

1 Prentice, Why now you ſhow what a Man you are ; 
I was a Pigmy as youſaid but erewhile ; bur now I ſay 
and will maintain it, Thou haſt nor fo much ſpiric or 
iplecn inthee asa Waſp, 4 

Omzes, Oh brave Champion ! 

1 Prentice, Will you like Comards forſake your Peti- 
tion 2nd have no Anſwer tot? Rather lzt's dye One and 
All. 

Omnes, One 20d All, One and All, 

1 Prentice, Why this is bravely {aid, now Ile tell you 
what you ſhall do ; whep the Sherift begins to read the 
Proclamation, every man inlarge his Voyce, and cry 
No proclamation, No proclamation, 

Omnes, Agreed, agreed; No proclaamation, No procla- 
mation, No proclamatiop. Exeunt, 

avering their Clubs over their beads, 


Fer Huſcn and by Mirmyaons with their Swords drawn, 


Huſon, Was ever ſuch a ſort of Rogues ſeen in a City 7 


Come tollow me; lle fo order um, 
Souldicys, Oh brave Collonel ! Exceunt, 


Enter Prentices «t the other end of the St:ge, crying, Whoop 
Cobler , Whoop Cobler, and he pur ſuing them, 


Huſon, Shoot , ſhoot ; I charge you kill the Rogues , 


leave not Gnz of them alive, | 4 Mwcket us let off within, Ex, 
Enter 
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Enter Prentices again , crning Whoop ( vbler, 


1 Prentice, Cain has kill'd his Brother , Coll, Cord- 
wayner he has ſpuna fine Thread to day, 

2 Prentice, It ray bripg bim-co his End, 

1 Prentice, St, Hugh's Bones muſt go to ch' yerack,and 
there ler him take his Laſt , //Þoop Cobler, 

Omnes, Whoop Cobler, Whoop Cobler., Execunt. 


Enter Huſon again perſuing the Prentices ; they continuing 
their 6ry , Whoop Cobler ; Turney Tops are thrown at 
him as from Howſe tops; Boys run in, 


Hu«ſon, From whence come theſe > Search that Houle, 
and every Houſe: 1 vow there's not-a Streec free from 


thele Rogues, Exexnt. 
Enter the Prentices ſeverally, 


2 Prentice, Where haſt thou been, Champion 2 

t Prentice, Where none but a Champien ducit be, 

2 Prentice, Where's that > Where'srkat > 

I” Prentice, Stand here and admire; You are beholdivg 

tome, I have paſt che Pikesro meer you, and ſer tort: 
I cell you I have been at Gwm1/aball, and what I have dove 
there, let Hiftories record, lle not be my own Trumpet, 

Omnes, What did{t thou do there > 

1 Prentice, Do you ſee thisſmall Engine > 'Tis a good 
One , apd has been truſty to his Maſter : I fay nomore, 

Omnes, Nay , good Champion ; Whar , what ? 

1 Prentice, How Dull you are! With this ( Ifay) 
heartily chars'dand ram'd , under my Apron cloſely bid, 
Latit anguis in herba , ( There's Latin for you Rogues) I 
ot into the Yard, 


Omnes, What then , What then > 
1 Prentice, By good forrune I eſpy'd a very fine fellow, 


ſome Officer no doubt, he did Ran Dan lo, 
by © Onmrets, 


[42] 
Omnes, Bur prethee be plain and ſhort, 

1 Prentice, No it was home, the ſtivy of my Serpent 
hath eicher kilF'd him or lam'd him downright, 1 warrant 
he croubles us no more this Day, Heatk, the , 
Roguesare Marching ; let them go and be pearg within 
havg'd they ſhal not abide here; Thave given 
rhem an earneſt penny already , and if they come again, 
Ile double it. Well Boys, whev they are paſt Weel go 
and Drink the Kings health : Say Boys, 

Omnet, V roa le roy 2 Vrua le ro Y. Exceunt, 


Enter Lord Rertlanms and Lord Lockwhits 


Bertlam, My Lord, you will fill endear me. 
Lockwhit, A Dury ſooblig'd cannor be paid roo often , 
my prayers 2& with you, my moſt honoured Lord, 
Bertlam, If 1 return, my Lord , Command my Heart ; 
Ip the mean time, let not your friendſhip Cool, 
Lockwhit, My body ſhall be Ice firſt, 


Exter Secretary and Lord Stoneware. 


Bertlam, My Lord Stoneware , this is a high peice of 
Kindneſs indeed, 

Stoneware. Marry, Ife come toll kiſs your non: hand,Sir, 
ore nee gang anenſt the lymmer loowne. 


> Enter Walker and the Lady Bertlam, 


Bertlam, Your Seryant, my Lord-— z/k;r, Are you 
ready ? 
Secretary, Yes, my Lord. 
Fertlars, Dire the Lord Stoneware to the Bleyy Chame 
27; where Ic attend your Lordſhip, 
Stoneware, Tour very humble Servant , my I,oordr, 
| E£xu Secretary and Stoneware, 
Bertlam, 1 know She's cloge'd with paſtion,and 'tis nor 
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Leckwhit, You haye done wiſely in thar, ty Lord, 

Lady Berclam, Hays I ttay'd long enough, =y you be 
ſpoken with yer ? 

Bertlam, Why not y Sween-heart 3 227 | 

Lady Berilam,. Am > a Wife,or mo Wiſe, / {She wody- ] 

Bertlam, My only Joy and comtore— Why doſt Weep» 
There's not a Tear but Wounds me, Prichee leave, I'm 
{ure th'aſt no occaſion tor's, 

La. Bertlam, Did Nol do (o by his Wife Beſs, that Puſs > 
He had ſome care of her, and made hes whit. ber heare 
could wiſh ; bur I have nought bur empry promiſes, 

Bertlam, Will you believe me > This Gencleman— 

Lady Bertlam. He's a Lawyer z and may lie, 

Rertlam, He” $my Friend. 

Lady Bertlam, 'Twas a by- Complement, I confeſs; bur 
I believe he knows more then you do; Pray Sir, ſay, Shall 
I be what I willbe, as he fays ? 

Lockwbit, The power is now 1Þ his owne hands, and 
Doubtleſs my Lord's ſo wiſe he will oot pattwith'c, 

Lady Bertlaw, Say you (01 Then prichev kits me Jobs , 
ne'ce(ticy 1 (hall foloye thee, 

Berilaw, But we forget the Lord Stoneware, 

Lock, H'as got a Scottifb Fog in's mourh by this time, 

Lady Berilam, Hang him , 'cis ſuch a Booriſh ſtamme- 

rips fellow, I catn't ; endure him. 

Berthtw. Buthe's a property» if I return Viaorious, 
I muſt make uſe of ; Theretore, prichee Sweer, be mode- 
deracely ſparing inchy. language ; ler it nor ſoar fo high , 
leſt it prevent my Towriog thoughts of their fruition, and 
clip thoſe Wipgs ſhould hover thee to Greacneſs, 

Lady Bertlam, le nor rye my tongne up for no-mans 
pleaſure living: Ichinklam a Free Woman y- no Bond- 
flave, Sir. 

Lrckwhit, Bur under favour, Madam, when you Weigh 
the Advancement ——- 

Lady Berilaw, I Weigh it por armſh, nor ſhall I Fee 
yon for your Counſel, $1r, 

G 2 Bertlam, 
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Rertlam. He's a 200d Man, Sweer-hearr, 

La, Bertlam. Lethim be neer ſo good, Ile haye my will, 

Bertlam. I prethee do. 

Lockwbit, 1rrult I have not avgred you, Madam, 

Lady Berilaw, Again Madam !1et his goodneſs be what 
it will, I'm ure, he hath bar ill breeding, 


Enter Halber, 


Walker, My Lord Stoxware 15 going, Sir, 
Bertlam, Oddsio, indeed , we have been ros uncivil, 
come Sweet-heart, my Lord , will you pleale ro walk 


i0, Exennt, 
Enter two or three Souldiers, 


1 Souldzer, How now Gentlemen > you are upon the 
merry Match, I hear, 

'2 Sexldier, I; apoxon'ty, We ſhall have lictle cauſe , 
I fear ,; to call 1t a merry one. 

1 Soxkdier, Well,” I crhavk'my Stars, Our Regimenr 
ſtays here at the well head , you Rogues, where there is 
plenty of allchiogs.-. 

2 Sould;zy, Whar fays Pluck > The Worſer knave, the 
berrer luck. 

3 Sou!dz:r, But do you hear me;Sirrah > for all that,yoor 
Colopel miy be havg'd for killing his Brother Cobler, 

x Sewldier, 1 hear no harm, I'm not eo anſwer for him: | 
Bur prerhee cell me D' ye chink there will be. bloody 
Noſes> 

2 Sonldirr, Thoſe that have a mind to't , let 'em give > 
or tzke 'em , havg him chat fights a liroke., for my pare. 

$ea{ther, Or mine either ; Our Company ſwear they 1 
all be hang'd firſt, 

x Sexldier, The General is like tobe well hop'd up with 
fuch Souldiers, . 

2 Souldier, Why,what would you have us to do > If the 
General cannot agree them, letiem fight it our themſelres 
and the Deyil part em I ery, 3 Souldier, 
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3 Souldier, If rhey. will fight , we'l make a ring for 'em. 
' I Soldier, They ſay that General Philagathm is a 
eallanc Stour Man, an Excellent Souldier, and a Mar- 


vellours honeſt Man. 
2 Souldirr, Then we have the leſs reaſon co fight againſt 


him, 
3 Sonldier, Nor will we fight againſt him, 

t Souldier, Bur Brothers , ler me adviſe you to have 2 
Care what you ſay , leſt you make your Words good, and. 
be harg'd in earneſt, chere are Rogues abroad. 

2 Soxldjer, 1, roo many , I thank you Brother ſor your 


Advice, ; 
3 Souldier, Alack wetalk away our time, let $ go, let's 


90, 
* 1 Sodldier, Nay, ſure Brother Soulciers, we will not 


part with dry Lips. 
2 Souldier, What you intend codo, do quickly, 


x Souldier, Come away then, 
Enter Walker and Priſſilla, 


Walker, Now Priſs , what think you now > 

Priſſilla, Why , truly Secretary I think thou wilt be a 
brave Fellow when my Lord returns, 

Walker, You will let me kils you now, 1 hope. 

Priſſika. No indeed Secretary , 1 will not make youſo 
bold yer ; If yourerurn ſafe and ſound, and in good plight, 
that is , my Lords brows circled with laurel, and people 
{mell you our to be a Secretary of State , «is very proba- 
ble you may have admittance to my Lip, and ſomething 
elſe in a lawful way, [calls within Walker, walker.) 

Walker, Theſe words have comforted my heart, Im 
overjoy'd , truſt me now : Odds ſo, my Lords upon taking 
Horſe; ah! ah! Dear Proſe, 

Priſſita, Sigh not Man , thou ſhalt have it ; come take 
Livery and Scilin, and adue. 

jfſe: her.) 


Walker, Oh, So ſweer as the Hopy-combe ! [4 
G 3 Prifſlla, 
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Pr;/illa, Haven carttyou do not furieit with'c, | 

Valker, 1 mult.bagon, Dear Priſs, once more, Calls 

Priſſiulla, Why, law you now+give youan Inch — 
::d you will cake an El}; I ſhall be troubled with : 
a — Kiſſes, 

Walker, No truly Priſcm— [Cal within.) 

Priſſilla, Why » youare bold indeed, 

Walker. Oh Heart | Oh Fates! Why ſhould ſach Lovers 
p?Ft > Exit Walker, 

Priſſills, Well, gorthy waycs for a Modeſt Afſe, thou 
might(t have had fomerhiog glſz, had(t chou preſs'd me 
ro't ; butthe Fool will make a fins Husband ; when he 
comes to taſte the fruit » be'l ſo love the Tree! 'Tis a 
{weet thing for a Woman of Knowledge to meet wich a 
Man of I2norance z and bexcer to keep him i in'c, My Se* 
cretary I ſee never read eArratine, it he had be would 
have been furpiſh'd with more Audacity. Lord, how 
Honor Creeps upon me ! 1 ſhall be Ladifi'd there's no 
Doubt on'r, How my Eats will be fill'd with Madams ! 
And, Will your Ladyſhip be pleas'd > Whac will your 
Honor have to Breakfaft > How do you , Madam? I am 
come to giveyoua Vitie, Madam, Will you-go to Hide- 
Park to day » Madam > How does your good Lord, Ma- 
dam > Did you Sleep well co night, Madam > Is your Dog, 
recover*'d ot his Fir, Madam > Your faithful Servant » , 
Madam, Have you any Setvicz to Command me,Madam > 
This ber Highneſs deſpiſes, 1 am as prcud as She; aud 
methinks ic ſounds very well, Madam! Why, 'tis a word 
of State, 

Enter Scullion-Boy. 


Scullion, Mrs, Priſs, Mrs, Priſs, You muſt come away 
ro her Highweſs preſently, 


Pr, filla, Why , how now, Sauce ? 
Seallon, Sauce! Why, what are you, pray-2 Will you 
come away > llertell her, 
Pr1iſs, Ile have you boxt anon, Sicrah, for this, Exenr, 
Enter 
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Enter Prentices ſeverally, 


2 Prentice, Champion, how now Champion > What 
news, Champion 2? 

1 Prentice, Nay , what news doyou ſay , then > 

3 Prentice, Bertlam is gone. 

1 Prentice, The Devil and Jobs « Camber 20 with him. 
Well, I hope General Philagathm will ſo pay his Jac- » 
quet! 

2 Prentice, He will be forc'd coturn it, 

1 Prentice, That he hath done often enough already, 

3 Prentice, The Rogues were well mounted, 

i Prentice, May the Horſe founder,and che Foot die in- 
Dicches! My prayers goalong 'em. 

2. 2, Prentice, Oh brave Champion! 

1 Prentice, Come Gentlemen, If you have any Chink 
$0 along wich me ; Weel drink Philagatha Health, How 
they look at one another ! 

2, 3, Prentice, Faith Chatnpion— 

I Prentice, Speak no more, your Countenance betray 
your meznings, I perceive your Maſters ate not ſo tender- 
hearted asmine ; He's honeſt , lives in hope, allows me 
the merry Sice a day to ſpend till better Times come. 

2. 3, Prentice, Thou art happy's Champioo, ' 

1 Prentice. You ſhall patticipace of that happineſs! 
*Twere pity ſuch proper Fellows as we are ſhould part 
without Drioking a Health to Noble Philagathad his Su-- 
ceſle, 

2, Prentice, Well Champion, weel make you amends. 

1, Prentice, Letthe mends make itfelt ; Come away, 
b2vop. £xenm, 


Enter Woodfleer, Mrs, Cromwell, and Lady Woodfleer, 
Weedfleet, How ſay you fo forſooth Mother? as I'm he:e, 


Mrs, Crompel, 1 lay thy folly will ando us all. 
Waedſieet, 


n 
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Wordfleet, 1 proteſs Mother , as I'm here you alwayes 
13rp'up>n on? ſtring: Ne're tir, As I'mhere, and like 
the Cuckoo, have but one Note, Ne're fic now, 

Mrs, Cromsell, What doſt make of me, a Hootipg- 
ſtock 2? 

oodfleet, No, 1 profeſs not 1, I know my Duty , as 
i'm hece. 

Mrs, Cromwell, Thou Wouldſt fain ſeem a Souldier , 
and a Courtier, bur thon arc neither, 

Lady Woadfizet, Good Mother be not (o bitter , he's an 
honeft Man, | 

Mrs, Cromwell, Hang honeſty , "tis meer foolery ; thy 
Father had more Wit then to be thought one of that 
needy Cruz ; could ever Man bave given the power our 
ot his own hand, as he hath dene, and co his Enemy, 

/ a fellow as herce as Aqua fort, and will eatinto the 
very marrow of our families, 

Woodfizet, 1 profeſs Mother , you may be milſtaker for 
all chis, he is in ſome ſenſe, bur my Servant, 

Mrs, Cromwell,” And he'l become thy Maſter t@ thy 
ſhame , why didft notgothy (elf > 4 

wWoodfiret, Why > 1 — Whether you believe it or 
not, Mother, lam the greateſt Map in the Natiop, 

Mrs. (remwel. Until a greater come ; How ſtupid arc 
thou? Gicle, prithee 1n(trudt him, 

Lady #92dfleer, 'Twould ill become me, ſure to teach 
my Lord , I nzer was guilty et that crime yet, he knows 
bis own Bulineſs belt. 

Weodfleet, I profeſs, Mother , you are ſuch a range 
\Woman, I know nor what to ſay to you ; had not General 
Philagathw (like a fool) made this difiurbarce, I know, 
whart I had been this time. 

Mrs.Cremw:ll, Thon had(t been neither better nor worſe 
then what thou art, the Common Taverp, and Town 
Table-Talk, 

Woedfleet, Why > I profeſs, Mother, you are not {o 
well ipoken of , neither, for all you look fo, 

Mrs, 
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Mrs. Crowell, That's long of ſuch an Ideot as thou arr. 

Lidy Woedeet, Nay Morher, indeed you do not well : 
He's my Husband , 1 ought not to ſuffer this. 

Mrs. Cromwell, Good Lord! It ſeems he plays berrer at 
Tratrip with chee then chy Husband Iretan did : Thou 
conldit find Topgue enough for him : Or, there's foul lyars 
i: this March-pane fellow did not Melc in your Mouth in 
his life time, Lady Woodfleer, I thank you , Mother, 

Woeodficet, What's that,what's that (he lays,Sweethearr> 

Lady Woodfleet, Nothing,my Lord, worthy your notice. 

Mcs, Cromwell, Had not a fool rid thee, thou hadit 
koown thy Duty berrer, So much for that, farewel, Ext. 

Lady W*odfieer, Nay » good Mother, Woodflzet, Ler 
her go, Sweerhearr; the houſe wil be the quieter, I profels. 

Lady #oodfleet, She is my mother , my lord. 

Woodfl, And I'm your buband my lady,as I'm here I think 
ſo: I profeſs 1 know not any body cares for her company. 

Lady Woodfleet, She does not come to trouble you, Sir. 

Woodfleet, Yes, She does, I profeſs, and very much; ! 
was juſt chinking of State-Afﬀairs, and She has pur all ouc 
of my head: 1he Commitree have no reaſon to thank 
her, to my knowledge, Lady Woodfleet, Why, my Lord> 

Woodfleet, Why, the Citizens are mad for a Free Parlia- 
ment, the — allup; and is it nor time to look 
abour vs, I proteſs ? 

Lady Wordfleet, Indeed , my Lord, you ſay right. 

Woodfleet, 1f a Free Parliament fit once , what will be- 
come of Us, I profeis we mult ſecure our (elves as 
well as we can: the Kump ( as the Wicked call it ) mult 
«and ſhall come in agen, 1 proteſs. Lady Woedfleet, What 
will become of your Friend the Lord Bertlaw then 2 

Woodfleer, 1 proteſs, I care not; your Mother takes me 
for a fool, bur ler me alone to deal my Cards, the Speaker 
and I are reconcil'd : Bur Sweer-hearr, I profeſs I mult be 
20D ; I ſay no more, Bertlam, Stoneware, and Lockwhit are 
Knaves, down-right Knaves, I profeſs they have fool'd me 
all chis while; it will noyy turn oem I profeſs , let 'em 
infer, H Lady 
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Lady Wordfleet, 1 underitood, my Lord, they were your 
Friends, 

1Vood fleet, But I have found 'em our ; ſay no more, will 
you goin, Sweet heart ? I proteſs I muſt be gon, 

Lady Weodfleer, 1 obey you , my Lord, Exeunt, 


Enter Lady Bertlam-and Priſcilla ber Waiting Gentlewaman, 


Lady Berilam, 1 Wonder Priſs, that none of the Mo- 
dern Poers have been here with their Encomiums ſince 
thy Lord Went ! 

Priſſilla, It may be Helicon is Dry'd up, or their Brains 
are tnrn'd Addle, 

Lady Bertlan, Well, I'm reſolved co make Him that 
brings me the frft Copy Poet Lanreat , provided he brings 
ViRory in't : I will Diſpoſe of my Places my ſelf, and 
be Lord Steward my felt, or it ſhall coſt me a fall, Lockwhic 
for all his art ſhall never Carry ic. 

Priſſilla, How , Her Highneſs become Lord Steward ! 

Lady Bertlam, No matter for that ; Profit and Service 
will come by't : lie have the ordering of all Places both 
above and below Stairs, and fo give our co the people. 

Priſſilla, And good reaſon too, bir Lady, 

Lady Berrlam, A Counſellor, a fooliſh tellox, at every 
evd he calls m2 AMadam, 

Prifſilla, Troly, there was on: call'd me Madowm roo 
rother day, Lord, we Women are fo frail ! I chought my 
ſ:1f re be a Madan 10 good Earneſt, 

Lady Berilam, 1 Priſz, thou might, and be proud on'r; 
but 1, 1 think at: ſo:newhat above char. 

Priffilla, A Story » ſo pleaſe your Highneſs, 

Lady Berilam, I will have Eight Geoclemen Uſhers , 
that Puſs Beſi had Fonre ; Twoſh1ll bear up my Traio, 

Priffills, Rather Foure, and it ſhall pleaſe your High- 
neſs ; that Perty-fogger Leethur's Wiſe had one , and as 
I'm a Chrittian, another {001k fellow were bare before 


her , no Cornteſs could have been beter Man Gen —— 
\Well 
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Well, it will come to my rurn ſhortly , but that the 
Wicked KRpmp is fat ;there lies my fear, Oh Woedfleet ! 
Woodfleet ! thou art ſtark noughtr, 

Lady Fertlam, What ſayit thou, Priſs > | 

Priſſilla, 1 was thinking , and it pleaſe your Highneſs , 
what a Canacry-bird Woodfleet was, to fertle the Ramp 1 
the abomipable Rxxp, and pretended ſo much love to 
my Lord and Maiter, 

Lady Bertlam, His love is not Worth the enquiting af- 
rer, Wench; as forthe Ramp, 1 (mell "cis ale already, 
and muſt be pepper'd when hy Lord returns ; dolt rhiok 
Wench ir ſhall have a futing place then, no I warrant 
thee , he that jerkt it when he came out of the Weſt, 
will do the like , when he comes our of che North, 

Priſſilla, 1, and it ſhall pleaſe your Highneſs , if he 
return wich Victory, 

Lady Bertlam, Ne're fear it Wench , I have ſent for 
Lily, and Wonder he ſtays ſo lopg , 'tis ſuch « Dream- 
10g tellow, 


Enter a Servant and Maſter Lilly, 


Servant, Here's Maſter Lily,an't pleaſe your Highneſs. 

Lady Bertlam. How now Lilly , haſt thon don whar 1 
Commanded thee > 

Lilly, 1 have Examined the Zodiack, Searchrt the 12 
Houſes, and by my powertul Art, pur the whole regt- 
ment of gods and goddeſſes our of order, Satzrs and 
Jupiter are by the Ears, and Veuwe will he rampant aſhift- 
ed by Mars the god of Batrailes. ; 

Priſr, This makes for your Highneſs , Ilove Miſchiet 
with all my hearr, 

Lady Bertlam, Hoy ſtands my Husbands fortune > 

Lilly. lo the Alnathay of eAr:e,or as fome others have 
it Salhay , being the head of Aries, 

Lady Bertlam. «Aries, what is that Aries? 

Priſs, A Monſter, I Warrant it, 

H 2 Lilly, 
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Lilly. 'Tis a hgne, and ſignifies a Ram, 

Lady Bert/am, You Raical, Do you put the Horns upon 
my Princely Husbavd, 

Priſſilla, It may be a new peice of Heraldry, 

Lilly, He's {ubtle, policick, and crafty, 

Lady Berilam, Thou hiſt pretty well there, 

Lilly, Then in the eAllothame, or ( as ſome have it ) 
"Alburto, being the Tail of Aries, I find him eloquent , 
prodigal in neceſlity.proud, inconttant;and deceitful, 

Lacy Bertlaw, Dot chou abuſe me, Raſcal. 

Lilly. Noſuch matter, 

Prijſila, Alaſs! he means innocently , for theſe are 
virtues given to molt of the Male-kind, 

Lilly. He's there denoted to be fortunate in Warfare. 

Lady Bertlam, Go on, Fellow. 

Lilly, In Adoldaya, being the Head of Tawrmw, 

Lady Bertlam. Tawriw , What's that > 

_ A Bull, 

Lady Berilam, Dark chou Horn him again, 

Lilly, "Tis a Signe. 

Priſſilla, A very ill Signe,, the Signe of the Bul/: Bur 
he does not mean , and it ſhall pleaſe your Highneſs , the 
Town-Bull of Ely. 

Lilly. Has your Lordare a Mack or Mold upon his Mem- 
bers > If he has, he vanquiſhes his Enemies. 

Lady Bertlam, He has that Pr;ſ; , I'm ſure on'r, 

Priſſilla. Youare beſt acquainted with his Seccets, 

Lilly. For Mars being with the Moon in the Sextile 
AſpeR, incourages men ot War, andio the Trize promi- 
ſes Succels, 

Lady Bertlam, He love that Trime while I live for'r, 

Priſs, I wonger where the Fellow gor all theſe hard 
Words, 

Lilly. Loſe nor an Inch of your State , let you diminiſh 
the luſtre of that Planet predominates. (She ſlrmts ut, | 

Lady Bertlam, Why Sirrah , you grow farcy. Priſr, 
Let the Foot-boy pay the Fellow tor bis pains, 

Lilly, 
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Lilly, I hope ſhe does not mean to pay me with Kicks : 
Is ſhe angry 

Priſs. No no, you have only put her in mindof her 
Majelty , ſhe loves you ne're the worſe for't; You muſt 
flatter her, 

Lilly. 1 have been bred co'r. I take my leave of your 
Highneſs, 

Lady Berilam, But take thy reward with thee: Thou 
art ſure of what thou ſaytt > 

Lilly, As ſure as if I had che Planets in my hand; a man 
can fay no more, 

La, Bert, Well;gothy ways,and ifthy judgment alter; 
To ſecond thy gold Chain expeR a Halter, | Exit Lilly.] 
Priſs, What dolt thou thiok now 2 : 

Priſs, How can I think amiſs > He's a notable Map: 
Ile get him into the Larder one time of other, and lic 
make him (how me all, | 

Lady Bertlam, Show thee all,Wench ! Our upon', 

Priſs, What, the Lilly andthe Roſe : I promiſe you , 
for oughe I ſee, the Lilly is the beft flower in your 


2ardey, 


Enter a Servant. 


Servant, Here's a Letter from my Lord to your High- 


neſle. 
Priſcilla, Haſt ne're a one tor me from the Secretary 2 
Servant, Yes, Mrs, Priſc. { Ex1t Servant, | 


Priſcilla, So, this Fellow is Sancy , I mult take him 
down a burton-hole lower. Good news, no doubt on't ; 
and then we (hall have ſuch Bonehring, 1le read my Swit- 
ter-com Swatter-com's Letter anon, But, her Highneſs 
begins to look pale upon'c; 1 do not like this changing 
Countenance, 

Lady Bertlam, Thy Lord is Murder'd. 

Priſſille. Then my honor goes tothe Dunghull : A pox 
of Lilly and his legion of Devils. 

H 3 Lady Bert/epr, 


b 
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Lady Bertlam, Murdered in his fame; his honour, the 
Sonldiery have forſaken him. 

Pr.//iila. I; thatbeall, ro matter Madam, 

L2cy Berilam, Even call me what thou wilc, 

Pri/jille, 1 ſhould have call d you Highnets, I confeſs, 
but 1 nope you are not ofteniied ; Lilly is a meer rogue , 
1!e never encure a Lilly hercalter , ris a flattering flowet, 
and tinks abominably. 

Lady Bertlam, He Writes me Word, hee't be in Town 
this Night , he's ſent for by the Ramp. 

Priſſilla. Oh naſty Rump ! Bur an't (hall pleaſe your 
Highneſs , ſhall 1 ſeek out tor eight proper Striplipgs to 
ro man your Highne(s and four Spring-cirs to trick vp your 

rain, a Frexch Taylor that has a yard thus long , a Cook 

whoſe Noſe will not oftend your Sawce by dropping in'c, 
a Gentleman Sewer that can dance betore your Diſhes , 
an able Carver to cut up your Cultards, a Tater that hath 
a ſweer Breath and no rotten Teeth, a Baker whoſe hands 
is not mangy ; who ſhall be Lord Chamberlain, Groom 
of th: Stool, your Maids of honour , your Starcher , 
your Tyrer, Yeomanot your Cellar, Yeoman of your 
Panirey , Yeoman of your Paitrey, Clerk of your Kit- 
chin, Clerk of the Roles > Lord, 'm even out of Breath 
with reckoning up your Servitors ! 

Lady Bertlam, How now Audacionſneſs ! 

Priſs, Why, ſeriouſly I dreamt 1alt night, awe pleaſe 
your Hichneſfle, that we have been but Princes io diſguiſe 
all this while, and that our Vizors are now falling off ; 
2nd who would think that Dreams ſhould come to light 
fo? 

Lady bertlam, Now could 1 tear my fielh, all my hopes 
are loſt. 

Triſ+. No, you ſay there's one a comine, 

Lady Bertlam, How ? this Woodficets Wiie will ore-top 
me, 

Pr:ſſilla, Pull her eyes ont , and ther let a Dog lead 
her. 


Lacy 
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Lady Bertlam, Well, Ile do ſomething, 

Priſſilla, Ile ſee your ſecond fo good,and © pleaſe you: 
Highnels, Exit, 
Enter 3, or 4 Premices, 


1 Prentice, Hy Boyes, the Noble General Philagathrs 
lay at Barnet lalt pight, 

2 Prentice, Sy ti thou ſo, Champion, 

1 Prextice, And the pityful , dityful Lawbert, one 
Oo: Donquixat's Lords, is in the Tower, H'as beer a 
Whapſter all his Life time , and now 1s become a ſaid 
Gentleman, 

2 Prentice, Well (aid, Champion, 

1 Prentice, No more of that it you love me , Noble 
Philag thu muſt be the Cities Champion, Ile refign my 
Office, and yet be Loyal (till. 

Omnes, Who will not > who will not > 

1 Prentice, Then you are my Boyes again; do you 
not oblerve how the Phanaticks are trotting out of towns 
lome of the Rogues begin ro muciny >? 

2 Prentice, Hang em up then, I cry, 

1 Prentice, Soſay I, by thouſands ; noble Phylagaths 
enters with love, and they go out with curſes, of like 
the Snuffe of a Candle, tinckivgly, 

3 Prentice, I m\urerthey have earen oor Matters up. 

1 Prentice, Even to their Bowels, that Trading 1s 
becomea meer Skelliton, | 

2 Prentice, Now 1 hope we (hill (ee berter days. 

1 Prentice, Ne'c fear it Lads, Philagatbua is right, and 


ſound tothe very Core, 
2 Prentice, What will become of onr Exchange- 


Merchant, : 
1 Prentice, What > hethat rurn'd part o: the Houſe ot 
God imto a Denoi Theeves, 
3 Prentice, The very ſame , the very ſame. 
1 Prextice, Let him bang himſelt, and whenohe 1s cold, 
N27 4 the Divel carbanadoe him tor a Beans are 
1eal 


i 


h 
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heark they are marching our, and | Drums beard within.) 
Philagathw bis honeſt Soldiers are coming in, Oh let's 
ſee um ! ler's ſee um. 

Omnes, By all meas let's ſee um, Exu, Running, | 


| — —— - 
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Erter Mrri, Cromwell and the Lady Bertlam ; they meet 
at ſeveral Doors, 


Mrs. Cromwell, Bleſs my Eye-fight ! what > her High- 
velle without, her Train: Where is that pretious Bird th 
{lusband,Cag'd > His Wings are Clipt from flying : Faith 
now, this comes of Threachery : Had he been true ro my 
Son Dick , he might haveſtill continued honorable, and 
thou a Lady ; and now I know not what to call thee, 

Lady Bertlam, Thy rudeneſs cannot move me, 1 im- 
pure it to thy Want of Breeding, 

Mrs. Cromwell, My Want of Breeding , Mrs. Mincks, 

Lady Bertlam. We Cannor expect trom the Dunghill 
edorous favours: Were our afteRtions greater than they 
are, they merit not halt the Contempt and Scorn perſues 
thy wretched Family , and the Memory of thy abhorred 
Husband. * 

Mrs. Cromwell, How durſt thou pime him but with re - 
verence: He that our-d1d all Hiſtories of Kings or Kea- 
(ors; was his own Herald, and could give Titles of Honor 
to the meaneit Peaſants ; made Brewers , Dray-men, 
Coblers, Tinkers, or avy body Lords : Such was his power 
no Prince ere did the like: Amongſt the reſt, that precious 
piece thy Husband was one of bis making. 

Lady Bertlam, Would we had never known theſe pain- 
£-d Titles.that are ſocably waſhr oft : | Exter Woodflzer. | 
Bur yonder comes the cauſe of all our miſeries, 


Wo:dfleer, 
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Word, ett, Nee 20, yonder's my Mother ; -I profeſs; as 
I'm here, Ide rather meer, ne're fic, a Beggar | 10 my Diſh, 
{0 1 had, as I m here, 

Mrs, Cromwell, And, art thou there 7 Nay, ne're hide 
thy face for't , though chou maytt be aſham'd ot all thy 
Actions, 

Woodfleet, Why I , forſooth Mother > I profeſs, ne're 
90, pot I Mother, as I'm here. 

Mis, Cromwell, Call ie nor Mother : Thou halt ruin'd 
my Ctuldrer 4 anv ty teit roo, like a Fool as thou arr, 

Lady Ferilam, And me avd my t{iusband, like a Knavye 
as thou arr, 

Mrs. {romwell, Would ever Coxcombe have commir- 
red (uch tolly ! 

Lady Beril:m, Or ever Changling done the like! Jack 
Adams 1s a Man tothee, 

Woodfieet, 1 provels. indeed law » you are (trange folks , 
I profeis,ne're go law: Cannot a man, as I'm here. paſs the 
Street, | Þ ofe(s law 3 | wales about the Stage, they follow- 

La. Bert, Hang thee, thou'ct good for nothing» wg hins| 

Mts. Cromwell, Bur fleeri 10g and tooling. 

Lady Bertlam, And how do\ you, forſooth 3 1 profeſs, 

M:s, Cromwell, And truly , 1 know what I know, and 
there'san end , 

Lady Ber:lam, Ot anold Song , Few words are be(}, 

Mrs, Cromwell, Ne'iego, I'm the greatet manin the 
Nation, I profels - 1 , ne'ce tir now : Think you what you 
will, forſooth Mother, as Im here, 

woodfleet, 1 profels, ne'ce (lic , as I'm here, there's no 
enduring it, law now; as I'm here ; and theretore tarewel, 
as Im here , for lle be gone, ne're (ir now; Exu | THAnINg. 

Enter Per. ices with Clubs, 

2 Prentice, Now Champion , what think you of your 
General Philagachm ? 

t Prentice, A ro.< on't, I know not what tothipk on't: 
Was ever (uch a Rare committed upon a poor She City 
before > Lay her legs open to the wide world, tor every 
Rogue to peep 1n her Breech. I 3 Prem, 
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3 Prentice, 'Tis Monſtrous! 

2 Prentice, Is this the Ciries Champion 

1 Prentice, Well, On my Conſcience he's honeſt for 
all this: The plaguy Remphas done this Miſchief : Well, 
Club ſand Riff ro thy Maſter, ſome body ſhall ſuffer for't: 
I ſay no more, 

2 Prentice, We (hall bz Coop'd up ſhortly for Hawks - 
meat in ouc Celhars , while chey poſleſs our Shops, and 
Fealt upon our Miltreſles, 

1 Prentice, Well , Ile Warrant the Souldiery will be 
honeſt for all this, and then we'l Sindge the Maggors out 
of the louzy Kwmp, orelſe Swindge me, 


Enter the 4» Prentice, 


4 Prentice, News Boys , News. 

I Prentice, From whence , trom Tripwlo ? 

4 Prentice, From Guildhall, you Knaves: We ſhall 
have a Free Parliament, 

Omnes, Hy, hy , by. | they make 4 ſhont. \ 

4 Prentice. The General and the City are agreed , and 
he has promis'd ir, 

I Prentice, Oh noble Philagathu ! 

2 Prentice, Brave Phylagathw ! 

3 Prextice, Honorable Phil :igatbus ! 

4 Prentice, Renowned Philagath ! 

1 Prentice, Now you Infidels, What think you now > 
Has your Fears and Jealouhes lefr you , or will you (till 
damn your ſelves up with dirty Suſprion, You that ſpoke 
ever now you ſhould be Coop'd up tor Hawks-mear, ſhall 
be Cramm'd up ſor Gapons; = Cellars ſhall become 
Ware-houſes, your Shops Exchanges, and your Miltreſles 
perſons of bonor. 

Omnmes. And , what ſhall we be > 

1 Prentice, Squires of the Body : Honor ſufſicient e- 
neugh for men of our rank , Gemlemen, 

Onmes, Oh brave Champion ! 

1, Prentice, T tell you, I will have no more of that : 
Where is Lilly now 7? 2 Prentice, 
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2 Premice, In ont of the Twelve houſes, 

1 Prentice, We'l fire him our of 'em, 

3 Prentice, How will the Man in the Moon drink Clar- 
ret then ? 

1 Premice, Clarret is beſt buror, Sir , by your leave; 

3 Premice, 1, but Lilly has Eighteen houſes, 

1 Prentice, A Bakers dozen : we'l fice the odd end firl?, 

Omnes, A Match, a Match; we'l do'r, 

1 Prentice, But now I think on't, we muſt have no 
ficeing of houſes, there's a Statute again(} it : Berter once 
Wile than never. 

Omne:, Oh brave Sack / 

1 Prentice, We'l be merry to night, I'm reſoly'd on'r, 
or elſe never ler Prentices preſurne co be honeſt agen, and 
therefore follow me : God bleſs the General! Exexnt, 


Enter Walker and Priflilla, 


Priſſills, Now Secretary, where's your Titles now > 
Not ſo much as a ticle of 'em remainiog , all ſunk in the 
Sand-box, 

Walker, I'm berween Silla and Carybdis, I mult confels ; 
and thou halt gravell'd me , my dear Preſs, 

Prifſilla, Hang your Dog Poetry, ic made my Lord 
thrive (o ill as he did : I think thou did(t infet him ; he 
us'd ro have a Serene brain, and Courage good enough : 
Sure the Viccar ot Fools was his Gholtly Father i Be beac 
without a blow , there's a myltery indeed ! 

Walker, Truly Priſs, my Lord could not hetp ir, 

Priſſilla, Not help ic, there's a jeſt indeed , I'm ſure 
he has helpt himlelt ioco priſon fort , let who will help 
him out again, What courſe wilt thou take now, Secre- 
rary > 

Sales, Not horſe-courſing Priſs, Ide have thee know 
thar, 

Priſſills, Why , thou'rt pretty well Timber'd for ſuch 
an Imployment, Cant thou make pens > 

Walker, Yes , and lok too Priſs , I tell you bur ſo, 


- L 3 Priſills, 
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Priſſilla, There will be a Trade indeed for thee, 
Walker. Nay, and the worſt come to the worlt, I can 
reach co Dance, | be fricks abomt, \ 
Priſſilla, 1 confeſs thy Sword is alwayes Dancing, 
Walker, That's the Alamode is learnt 1D France, | 
Priſſila. Come; if thou can't Dance fo well, let's have— | 
a frisk . if thou dar'ft, 
Walker, Truly Priſs , I have not my Pumps in my 


pocker, 
Pr ſſilla,* Vis well thy Mother left thee Wit enough for 
2D Excule, | be draws, ] 


Walker, That is not all, look here, I can tence roo--- 
Priſſilla. What doſt thou mean todo! _—. | (be ſtarts.) 
Walker, Set your right foot forward, keep a Cloſe 
guard , have an Eye to your Enemies point, extend your 
Arm thus, | ſhe runs and he follows her, | : 
Priſſilla, Lord , Lord, the man is mad ſure, 1 
Walk er, Traverſe your ground ſometimes reverſe , as 
thus : Give back then, come on agen, play with his 
point: I he makes a pals , put it by, make a home thruſt 
thus, run himthorough , and he falls 1 Warrant you, 
| ſhe ſcreams, 1 
Prifſilla, Par vp thy Fools-bawble there : 1 profeis lle 
call wy Lady elle, | be puts up bus ſword, | 
Walker, Why , didit iright chee,Priſs > ſeriouſly, I did 
but ſhow thee what skill I had at my Weapon. 
Priſcilla, Thoa would(t make a rare fellow to fence be- 
fore the Bears , if there were any, 
Walker, Why, Priſs? 1 dare ſay I can kill avy man living 


that can'c deſend himſelf, 4 
Priſs, Ha, hazha! Iamofrchy mind, that can'c Defend 

himſel?, 
Walker, Why Priſs, ſuch as fight muſt cake all Advan- 

rave, 
Priſs, And I that donot fight , will rake the advantage 

tO lzave thee and thy toolery, Exit, 


Walker, Nay, dear Priſs, ne're go lle follow thee, Exvt. 
Emer 
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Enter Prentices with Fag gots upon their Sholders, they paſs 
the Stage whooping and hollewing, 


Enter again whooping and bollowing with K yumps of Mutton 
| wpon Spits, 
Omnes, Roatt the Rump, Roalt the Rump, Exit, 


Enter 4 Boy upon a ('olt-ſtaffe carried by two, and others fol- 
low him whooping and bollowing, 


t Prentice, Silence, Silence , I lay, 
Omnes, Silence » Silence there, 
1 Prentice, Gentlemenall, I cell you plain, 


My Ramp does itchy and we (hall have rain, | 
Exennt whooping and bollowi'g. 


, A piece of Wood us ſet forth painted liks a pile of Fag gots 
and Fire , and Fag gots lying by to ſupp!) u, 
Enter Preniices and Youldiers, 

1 Premice, Come uteczn , you are Welcome , 
Sir down, bring ſome D:ink ctfece, *Lis a night of Jubile, 
we | want no Drink while the Kwmp coalts, 

| a Form us ſet forth, | 
Enter one with Drink, | 
Here's a Health ro your noble General. Racks are ſet out 

Souldiers, Thank you , young Mian, one turns th: ſpit 

1 Prextice, Balte the Kuwploundly, with Kumps on t, 

2 Premice, It baitcs it ielt, ii his been well ted, a Dog 
take it : Bur pray give us ſome Drink coo, we ate almolt 


+ Dry roalted, 


En'er Frenchman, 

Frenchman, Begary, des bs very lite night. me can find my 
wAy to my loging- beg arv very well if me nott«ke a( wp ito mul 
by the way : ,\ow ga ſore. wl ai be de matter viii you ? 

Prenices, Some lar (an f i the Bonfire. Yoniteur, 

Frenchman, Bonſh es! b'g wr me (inet de grind I) < 
be 1a the bonfires : | bere garſo9e, thai be yint ul a t94 
larſhan ta de bonfire ? als 
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[62] 
Enter Muſicians, 

Muſicians, We are Muſlicians,and will give you a Leſ- 
ſon Monnſ/renr, 

Frenchman, eA Leſſon, dat be very good, begarr me love 
itt vitt all mine heart \ alle alle vic moy to de bonfire, brgarr | 
furboone ( ompany de Soulaate {they gotothe bodhre,) 
dece Angletar , me love dem vi't all mine heart , play a lefſon, 
or begar me wil braks a your Fraaells, 

Omnes, Oh brave CHMonnſieur | 

Frenchman, Furboone beg arr now g1ve Muſicians play a 
me de merry Song, me give you de Larſban, ſhort Leſſon, 


Souldiers, Have you this Song > We came from Scotland, 
Muſicians, Yes, Sir, 


Frenchman. Beg arr me vill bave a dat, 
We cam! from Scotland with a ſmall force, 
With a hey down down a downa , 
But with hearts far truer then ſteel ; | 
Py We got by my fay, 
"The Glory M7 day » 
Yet no man 4 hurt did feel: 
CAN fing the rune, and throw their hats about their beads.) 
1/hen Bertlam firſt our Army did face, 
Hey down down a down a, 
He look'd as fierce as the Divel ; 
We feared a Ront , 
Bat he Wheeled about , 
The Gentleman was fo Crutt: 


[47 fing the twne agare.] 
Onr General Marcht with the Connmreys love, 
VVith a hey down down a down a, | 
Allperſons to him did addreſs ; 
Small money we ſpent, 
For we found as we Vent , 

Good friends , and here find no leſs, 
[ Sing all avain.] 
Frenchman, Farboone, beg ar furboone , done moy de toder 

Cup burn a de Rump, 


P 


1 Prentice. 


[63] 
1 Prentice, That has b:en ofren done in your Countrey, 
Mouoheur. 
Frenchman, Begar me vilt dance about de Bonfire , come 
vit me men, They dance about the 


Omnes, Oh brave Monnſexr ! Boxfire, 


Emer Priſcilla, 

Priſſills, Let my Lady ſay what ſhe will, 1 will ſee the 
Bonhre. . 

Frenchman, Begarr Merreſs you be a veryifine Shentileve= 
manbegarr me dance one time vitt you, nay begar you noe ſerve 
a4 me joe, 

Sta I cannot dance indeed, Sir, 

Frenchman, Begarr me vill have on teuch vitt you, Metreſs, 

1 Prentice, What, before allthis Corapany, Moxnſienr ? 

Frenchman, Datt me vill begarr, 

Priſſile, Well , if 1 mult dance , play Fortune my for, 

1 Prentice, No, Sellingers Round, We are beginmpg the 
World again, 

Frenchman, Me vill have none of dat , me vill have a de 
Corraxt of de foot ſa ſaw, come Metreſs lend a | ſings atune.) 
me your hand, courage courage Metreſs, [they dance,] 

Priſſilla, Well , now indeed I muſt begon, Sir, 

Frenchman, Begar me vill ſee you to your loging , pardon 
a moy, 

Priſſills, By vo means,1 ſhall be knockr oth head then, 

Frenchman, Mee no care for dit, par ma moy adue lee you 
remercy pour dis boone Company,adue petit garſooue, 

Omnes, Adue Momnſiear, 

2 Prentice, Whar are you reſolved ro do> Every man 
to his home, or ſhall we make a Night on't, 

Omnes, A night on't, a nigh on, 

1 Prentice, Come to the next Bonhre, 

Omnes, To the next Bonfire , ro the nexr Bonhire, 

Exeunt, hooping and ballowing, 
Enter Lockwhit, Stoneware, Huſon, and Desborough, 


Deſbr, We have played out Cards fair, 
Huſon, 
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[64] 

Huſon, 1 deny 1t > We nave not played our Cards (air. 

Stoneware, B:-d Sirs, then yes have plaid then faw , and 
thats faw play geod ſeath, $175, * 

Leckwbit, A Fool had the ſhuffling of them, the game 
had gone berterelle, | 

Stoneware, The faw deel himſelf was Trump,Sirg; 1 think. | 
(rr wee ba bad nee geod luck, Siy:, this bout, 

Lockwhi, We are loſt Sirs, utterly loſt, 

H#u/on. No Sir , weare found Sir, catcht in a Net of 
our own making, , 

Deſbr. Thou wouldſit give all the Shooes 1ntby Shop to 
be ont of't, 

Hmwſon, Is there no remedy my Lord Lackwhit ? 

Deſbr. No remedy 2vaint.h © AIt'S vill. 

Stoneware, Bred, Lees no Docier, 475 , heer my Noble 
Lyer Sirs, 

Huſon, Whoic Reece of rhe grear Seal now > ' 

Deſby, Wh:re will you nd your 1G6co, 1, p, annum now, 

S: oneware, Bred irs. ave yee grre, do yee gire ? bees gait 
rorg br Sirs, net er of any the g fis / had geen me tod feath, 

Deſbr, Heirk you Mr, Liwyer, have youere 2 Habu- 
lus Corpulumtoremove vs trom the Storm 18 coming > 

Huſon, With a Syflers, Razer, or what a Divcl do 
you call ic, 

D. ſbr, You are politick, will you ſell a perny worth 
of Pollicy, Sir ? 

Stoneware, Bred, he had meere need buy ſome to ſwe his 
Cregg. Sirs, 

Huſon, Come lets let's leave the Law io the Lutch , 
and every man ſhitt for hiryſel! > Adue ! Mr, Lawyer, | 

Deſbr, Adue ! Mr, Lawyer. 

Sroneware, eAadxe! Mr. Lyer. Exeunt, 

Lockwbitt, How mon(trouſly have I expos'd my ſelf to 
th' dirty Cenſure of the baſeit Creatures , things never 
mentioned but with ſcorn, and now I am become the 
The(s unto theirs > The very Cobler reads a Lefture tro me 
and I'm convinc'd, I ſhould amend my manpers , and 

. become 
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[65] 
become Loyal DiQtates long before Divinity diſcovered! | 
There's no (10 like that we know, and that we ſutfer in, | 


Enter Walker, 
| Walker, Do you want any Pens or Ink, Pens or Ink 
Will you Fence, or will you Dance > What Pers and 
Ink do yon want, Gentlemen > ; 

Emer Priſcilla with her Barket of Oranges and Lemmons. 

Priffilla, Fine civil Oravges, tive Lemmons ; fine civil 
Oranges, fine Lemmons : Methipks ic ſounds very well; | 
a pox of her Tallnefle tor me, no matter, ne're repine | 
Wench , thy Trades both pleaſant and profitable, ard if 
any Gentleman take me up, Iam ill, Fine civil O:anges, | 
hone Lemmons, 

Walker, Pens or Ink, Pens, Pens or Ink > | 

Priffilla, "Tis he. Walker, 
q Walker, Priſs , my Dear Preſs. | | 

Prifſita, Why , how now Secretary , thou ſeelt my | 
words are come to pals, I knew what a Lord thou wouldlt 
be : Bur Fortunes a Whore, 

Walker, A whip take her : But (hall we mget now: Preſs? 

Priſſilla, I think we are met Walker,although unhappily, 

Walker, 1 m2an upon equal terms, 

Stoneware. Will you buy a geod!y Ballad , or a Scott Spar 
Sirs , will webuy a geodly ballad, or a Sent Spur Sirs, any 
thin 'g to live in this World? Bred if I ſhould gang intoll my none 
Countrey , my Cregg would be ſtretche two inches longer thee 
"tis: Will ye: buy a geodly ballad, or a Scatt Spur Sirs , will 4 | 
buy 4 Line, a Jack-line, a Line.a Jack Bertlams Lie ? 
Falker, "Tis the Lord Stoneware, 

Prifſills, No more Locd then thy ſelf, Walker : Let's have 
ſome ſport with him , Fine civil Oranges, hne Lemmons: 
Will your Loroſhip buy any Lemmons and Oranges ? Fine 
civil Oranges , fine Lemmans, 

Walker, Iok or Pens, Iok or Pens, will your Lordſhip 
boy aoy Inkor Pens tor the Conmutee of no Safety? | 

Stoneware, Bred a geod what a Whore and a K nave u this. 

þ Emer 
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Enter Desborough. 

Deſ5r, Tutnips, Turnips, Turnips hoe, did ever 
Lord cry Turnips before > Bur a pex of Lordſhip , would 
[ had my old Farm ovec.my headagaiv., Turnips, Tucnips 
Torpips hoe > Turw-up Miltreis, and Turn-vp the Maid , 
and who buyes my lopg Tucougs ho ! 

Priſſila, Be does 1t racely well ; Fine Ocavges , five 
civil Ocanges, tine Lemmons, 

Walker,lok or Pens; Ink or Pens for the Lord Deſberough, 

Stoneware, Brod "tit be indeed, theſe are Witches ſure, how 
docs your geod Lady , Sirr ? 

Deſbr, What my Lord Stoneware ? 

; Stoneware, Ne bred a geed [me ne meere a Loord then yer 
neene ſelf, my Honoor 15 in the duſt, Sivy, 
Enter one ezed Huſon, 

Huſon, Have you apy old Boots or Shoes to mend , 1 
have helpt to underlay the Government this 20. years , | 
and have been upon the mendiog hand , bur 1 fear now 1 
ſhall be brought to. my Latt.& rhereſore ought romind my 
end;will you buy Shoes tor Bcooms,or Brooms for Shoes ? 

Prifſille. Or a Knave for « whip, or a whip for a Knave? 
Fine civil Oranges , Fine Lemmons, 

Walker, lok or Pens, Irk or Pens, how do you my Lord> 
- Huſon, Doſt mock me fellow > Who are theſe 2 

Stoneware, My geod friend, 

Deſbr. Brother Hwuſon , and how , and how 7 

Huſon. And what , and what > and pox o' that, and 
zhac ; lets imbrace however. 

Enter Mrs. Cromwell with Boyer after ker, 

Mrs, Cromwell, What Kitchin-tiuffe have you Maids > 
was ever P:incels broughero ſuch a paſ- > what Kitchip- 
foffe have you Maids > 

Boy, Gammer Cremwell, our Maid calls you. 

Mrs. Cromwell, Wherz you Raicall > 

Boy, In my ——— 

* Mrs, Cremaci, You Rogue do you Krgs dewn her Tub 
abuſe me > lle claw your eyes our, and runs fer him. 
| Exu, Emer, 


af 
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[67] 
Enter dg ain priſently and takes wp her T ub, 
* Mrs, Cromwell, Oh Dick : Dick) Did ever I think to | 
come to this > What Kirchio-(iuffe have you Maids, Maids 
have you apy Kitchio-ſiuffe Maids 
i Priſſilla, Fine civil Oranges, five Lemmovns > Will your | 
Ladyſhip buy avy Oravges avd Lemmony) ( 
Ms.Cr.Dolt thon meck me Bagige?lle be at thee preſery ly, | 
Walker, Noindeed ſhee does not , 'tis Priſs my Lady 
Bertlams W oman , and 1 am Walker her Secretary, l: 
Mrs, Cromwell, How > Thou haſt walk. faic indeed, | 
where is hec Highneſſe now > | 
Priſs, They tay (he intends to Cry freb Chieſe & Cream, 
Mrs. ('romwell,She has brought her hogs coa fair marker. | 
Hluſon, And ſo we have all me thinks, 
Mrs, Cromwell, Whar arr thou there too ? | 
Stoneware, Bred an /ſt bere ta , and my geod Loord Deſ(- | 
borough, bred a geod heerer cene 4 Jolly Company, 
Mrs; Cromwel!, It ſonewbat palhates my miſetie, 


Thar inzfii&ions yon like Sharers be. 
Prifills, Come let's mind out bukneſs, words are bur 


Lt. Al ——_ 


wind ., Fine civil O:apges, fine Lemmons, Exit. 
Walker, lok or Pens, lok or Pens, will you buy avy lok 
or Pens ? Ext, 


Stopeware, Will yee buy 4 geodly Ballad , 'or 4 Scott Spurr, 
wall yee buy a Jack-line a Jack Berrlamns trne , or a line for a. 
Jach a Bertlam, Exit. | 

Deſbr, Terrips z —_—_ Turmps hoe! Tutn-up | 
Miſtreſs, and Turn-up Maid, and Turn-up my Coutwand | 
be not afraidof a long, long, Red Turn-op ho, Exwu, | 

Huſen, Boots or Shooes, Boots or Shooes tomend? © xi, 

Mrs, (\omwell, What Kitchin-ſinffe have you Maids 3. 
what Ki:chin-ftuffe have you Maids > Ex, 

Exter Lockwhir, 

Lc: bir, Tama poor Lawyer Gentlemen, and can 
ſhew you Legerdemain for your mopy , po Hocus Porw | 
like me . -} have two hands , neicher of them diſabled 


from takin? 'ces;have you apy cauſes to ſplit? for thar'smy 
Doom. 
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[689 
Doom , my Bag is a Recepracle forthem ; Tam for that 
{:2uſe brivzs me moſt prdhc , be it good or be it bad,; Vc 
indecd have been berrerexperiencedin the. bad , and gow 
would tain toilow the 260d Canle and ruin, hopelt ; bor a"! 
man hall hucdly grow rich chep you't ſay , andchet cwill 
VeX 2 man, | f 
Flow ere Te try G forto mp gre [ find + 24 
Ruches ill got, "ds ſeatier wub the Wind, 
ave you 20y workfor a poor Houlell Liwyer, for at 
£99: honclt Lawyer, Jamyour nx man, Gencleman, 
encbition and, b»ſ<Awuarice, ada ! y- * 
Howe*'re your G4 ye; [edm z they are not true, 


Eeritrocus. 


'ls dput, and now to Cenſure, But be juſt ; P” 
4 Th' Authors name's commijted to your traſt, 
You hawe herein a Mixzoun ſeen the Crimes +7 
of the late Phgeantsy Changeling Times. 
Let me Snrty your Brows "They are Sereme, 1 
Not clouded , or diſturb'd with what yave (cen: 
None whaſe grand Gwilt appears toucht.to the quick, ** 
And 1 Revenge woud gainſt their Mixrour kick, 
Nor 1# 4 Corner can 1 one deſcr 
Sneating ,' that dare give Bellarmine the Lie. 
$0 that we do conclude, the Authors fear 
Is now remoy' d,, thrre's no Phanatick here, . 4 
Tou are 4 glorious Preſence , cleer as Day , 

; -P "RAT 
Ana innocent as Buds that ſprout in May. | 
Tu yeu muſt gild our Hemiſphere, and give , 
A-life to us who willingly would Line, 
Then , Tf you pleaſe: to-grant *#s our” Requeſt, >| 
S197 ms your Servants , and we'll 1do our Li F 
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